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& S I efteemed it my happineſs to live under a 

government, where national liberty was 
eſtabliſked by lau, and the gh of ſubjects 
interwove with their allegiance; io J ever 
thought it my ſafety to act with ſuch allowable 
freedom, as did not contradict any of our written 
and known regulations. | | 
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Tro' inconſiderable in myſelf, I am yet a 


ſubject of Great Britain; and the privileges of 


her meaneſt member are dear to the whole 
conſtitution. 


| AmMonc thoſe privileges, I claim that of 
jaſtifying my conduct, I claim that of defend- 
ing my property, and wiſh I could do both, 
without giving diſguſt even to thole by whoſe 
| cenſares I am a ſuſterer. : | 


WIEN I wrote the following ſheets, I had 
ſtudied the ancient Jaws of my country, but 
was not converſant wi:s her preſent political 


ſtare. I did not conſider things minmely ; in 


the general view I liked our conſtitution, and 
zealouſly wiſhed that the religion, the laws, 
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and liberties of England might ever be ſacred 


and ſafe. I had nothing to fear or hope from 
party or preferment. My attachments were 
only to truth; 1 was conſcious of no other princi- 
ples, and was far from apprchending that ſuch 
could be offenſive. | 


I Took my ſubject from the hiſtory of Sweden, 
one of thoſe Gothic and glorious nations, from 
whom our form of government 1s derived, from 
whom Britain has inkerited thoſe unextinguith- 
able ſparks of liberty and patriotiſm, that were 
her light thro! the ages of Ignorance and ſuper- 
ſtition. Her Hanning ſword turned every way a- 
gainſt invaſion; and that vital heat which has 
10 often preſerved her, ſo often reſtored her 
from inteſtine malignities. Thoſe are the /parks, 
the gems, that alone give true ornament and 
brightneſs to the crown of a Br72th monarch ; 
that give him freely to reign over the free; 
and ſhall ever {et him above the princes of the 
earth ; till corruption grow univerſal ; till ſub- 
je&s will to be (ves, and kings know not how 
10 be happy. 
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I was pleaſed with this ſimilitude between the Þþ 


principles, and, as I may ſay, between the na- 
tural conſtitutions of Sweden and Britain. I 
looked no further for ſentiments, than as they 
aroſe from facts, and for the facts I am indebted 
to hiſtory. Nay, 1 ic zenuouſly confeſs, I was 
ſo far from a view of merit with the diſaffected, 
that IJ looked on this performance as the higheſt 
compliment I could pay the preſent eftablith- 
ment. — Such was my 1gnorance, or ſuch is my 
misfortune. IEF | 
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Many are the difficulties a new author has to 
encounter in introducing his play on the ſtage. 
J had the good fortune to ſurmount them; this 
piece was about five weeks 1n rehearſal, the day 
was appointed for acting, I had diſpoſed of many 
hundred tickets, and imagined J had nothing to 
fear but from the weakneſs of the performance. 
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Bur then it was, that where I looked for appro- 
bation, I met with repulſe. I was condemned 
and puniſhed in my works without being accuſed 
of any crime, and made obnoxious to the go- 
vernment under which I live, without having it 
in my power to alter my conduct, or knowing 
in what inſtance I had given offence. 


However ſingular and unprecedented this 


treatment may appear; had I conceived it to be 


the intention of the legiſlature, I ſhould have 


| ſubmitted without complaining. Or had any, 


among hundreds who have peruſed the manu- 
ſcript, obſerved but a ſingle line that might inad- 
vertently tend to ſedition or immorality, I would 


then have been the firſt to ſtrike it out, I would 


| now be the laſt to publiſh it. 
the Þ 


_ Hap the dignity of the Ld C n's office 
condeſcended, as ſome would inſinuate, to a 
theatrical examination of the drama; to a cri- 
zical ingquiſition of the conduct, the unities, and 
tricks of ſcenery, even ſo I might have hoped 
for equal indulgence with farces, pantomimes, 
and other performances of like taſte and genius. - 


Bor this is not the caſez the Ld C—n's 
oſlice is alone concerned in thoſe reaſons which 
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gave birth to the ſtatute, it is to guard againſt 


{uch repreſentations as he may conceive to be 
of pernicious influence in the commonwealth 
this is the only point to which his prohibitions 
are underſtood to extend, and his prohibition 
lays me under the neceſſity of publiſhing this 
piece, to convince the public, that (tho? of no 
valuable conſequence) 1 am at leaſt inoffenſtve. 


Patriotiſm, or the love of country, is the great 
and fingle moral which J had in view thro? this 
play. This love (fo ſuperior in its nature to all 
other intereſts and affections) is perſonated in 
the character of Gnuftavus. It is the Ive of na- 
tiotial welfare; nutional welfare is national liber- 
y; and he alone can be conſcious of it, he alone 
can contribute to the ſupport of it, who is per ſou- 
ally free. | | 


By perſonal freedom I mean that ſtate reſulting 
from vi/ zue; or reaſon ruling in the breaſt ſu- 
perior to appetite and paſſion; and by national 
freedom I mean a ſecurity (ariſing from the 
nature of a well- ordered conſtitution) for thoſe 
advantages and privileges that each man has 
a right to, by contributing as a member to the 
weal of the community. 


Tyr monarch or head of ſuch a conſtitution, 
is as the father of a large and well- regulated 
family; his ſubjects are not ſervants, but ſons; 
their care, their affections, their attachments 
are reciprocal, and their intereſt is one, is not 
to be divided. 


Tris is truly to reign; this only is to 
rcign. How glorious, how extenſive is the 
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prerogative of ſuch a monarch ! he is ſuperior 
to ſubjects, each of whom is equal to any mo- 
narch, who is only ſuperior to ſlaves. He is 
ſceptered in the hearts of his people, from 
whence he directs their hands with double force 
and energy. His office partakes of the Diving 
INcLINAT1ON, by being exerted to no other 
end, but the happineſs of a people. 


O, never may any ſubtilties, any inſinuations 
raiſe groundleſs jealouſies in a people ſo go- 
verned! never may they be influenced to imagine 
that ſuch a prince is invading their rights, while 
he is only ſolicitous to confirm and preſerve 
them! T7 


Axp never may any miniſtry, any adulation, 
ſeduce ſuch a prince from that his true intereſt 
and honour ! 


T ſhould not have had the aſſurance to ſolicit a 
ſubſcription in favour of ſentiments that an- 
circumſtance could ever make me retract. Theſe, 
and theſe only, are the principles of which you 
are patrons; and the honourable names pres 
fixed to this performance lay me under ſuch a 
ſuture obligation of conduct, as ſhall ever make 
me cautious of forfeit ing the advantages I receive 
from them. They are alſo to me a laſting me- 
morial of that gratitude with which I am, 0 


Your moſt obliged, moſt faithful, 
and moſt humble ſervant, 


HENRY BROOKE, 
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Ritons ! this night preſents a ſtate diſtreſt'd 
Tho vrave, yet vanquiſh'd; and tho great, 
oppreſs'd 5 
Vice, rav'ning vulture, on her vitals prey'd, 
Her peers, her prelates, fell corruption fway'd ; 
* Their rights, for pow'r, th' ambitious weakly fold, 
Tue wealthy, poorly, for ſuperfluous gold ; 
Hlence waſting ills, hence ſev'ring factions roſe, 
Aud gave large entrance to invading foes ; 
' Truth, juſtice, honour fled ih“ infected ſhore, 
For freedom, facred freedom WAS NO MOre. 
Then, greatly riſing in his country's right, 
Her hero, her deliv'rer ſprung to light ; 
A race of hardy, northern ſons he led, 
' Cuiltleſs of courts, untainied, and unread, 
| Whoſe inborn ſpirit ſpurn'd th' ignoble fee, 
8 IFhofe hands ſcorn'd bondage, for oper vearts were 
: free. 
| Ak ye what law their congu ring 3 cone, d? 
Great nature's law, the law abithin the breaſt, 
| Form'd by no art, and to no ſect confin'd, 
| But ſtamp'd by heav'n upon 1h' unletter'd . 
| Such, ſuch, of old, the firfl-born natives avere, 
ho breath'd the virtues of Britannia's air, 
| Their realm, when mighty Cæſar vainly fought ;' 
For mightier freedom againſt . Czfar fought, 
And rudely drove the fam'd invader home, 
To tyrannize ver polifh'd venal Rome, 
Our bard, exalted in a free-horn flame, 
To ev'ry nation wou'd trans/er this claim, 1 
He to no flale, no climate bounds his page, 
He bids the moral beam thro' every age. 
| Then be your Judgment gen'rous as his plan, 


Te fors of Tens — ſave the friend he an. 
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The CHARACTERS. 


MEN. | 
Cx1STIERN, King of Denmark and | 725 
Norway, and uſurper of dry * 
TRoLL Io, a Swede, Archbiſhop of 
Up/al, and vicegerent of Cxiſti- 
ern, | 
PETERSON, a Swedi/h Nobleman, 
ſecretely of the Dani/h party, and + Mr Turbutt, 


friend to Trollio, 


Mr Cibber, 


LaERTES, a young Daniſh Noble- Ir Moodubard. 
man, attendant to Criſtina, 

Gus rAvus, formerly general of the 
Swedes, and firſt couſin to the & Mr Quin. 


deceaſed King, i | 
ARvIDA, of the royal blood of Swe.) * ; 
den, friend and couſin to G 8 e. 
. . chief Lord of 1 Mr Mile. 
ia ; 
ARrNOLDUS, a Swedi/þ prieſt, and 
chaplain in the copper-mines of Mr Havard. 
Dalecarlia, 
SivarD, captain of the Dalecar- Mr Ridout. 
lians, | 


WOMEN, 
Cx18T1N4, daughter to Criſtiern, 
AuGusTA, mother to 


Mrs C ifard, 


Guſtavus prifoners in | Mrs Butler, 
. Crifliern's 


Cuſtavus, a child, 
12 : _ attendant and confident to 5 m 
» 


Soldiers, Peaſants, Meſſengers, and Attendants, 
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us TAvus VAS A, 


TP H 


Deliverer of his Country. 


ACT tn 
The inſide of the copper-mines in Dalecarlia, 
Enter Anderſon, Arnoldus, and Servants, with torches, 


OU tell me wonders. 
Soft, behold, my Lord, 
[ Points behind the ſcents 
Behold him ſtretch'd, where reigns 
eternal night, 
The flint his pillow, and cold damps his cov'ring; 


Arn, 


Vet bold of ſpirit, and robuſt of limb, 


He throws inclemency aſide, nor feels 
The lot of human frailty. 
And. What horrors hang around ! the ſavage race 


| Ne'er hold their den but where ſome glimm'ring my 


May bring the cheer of morn — What then is he ? 
His dwelling marks a ſecret in his ſoul, 
And whiſpers ſomewhat more than man about him, 
Arn, Draw but the veil of his apparent wretch- 
edneſs, 
And you ſhall find, his form is but aſſum'd 
To hoard ſome wondrous treaſure, lodg'd within. 
And. Let him bear up to what thy praiſes peak him, 
And I will win him ſpite of his reſerve, 
Bind him with ſacred friendſhip to 18 foul, 
And make him half myſelf. 
Arn. Tis nobly promis'd ; 
For worth i is rare, and wants a friend in Sueden; 


And yet J tell thee, in her age of heroes, 
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When nurs'd by freedom, all her ſons grew great, 
And ev'ry peaſant was a prince in virtue; 
1 greatly err, or this abandon'd ſtranger 
Had ltepp'd the firſt for fame — tho' now he ſeeks 
To veil his name, and cloud his ſhine of virtues ; 
Fo there is danger in them, 

And. True, Arnoldus. | 
Were thete a prince throughout the ſcepter'd globe, 
Who ſearch'd out merit for its due preferment, 
With half that care our tyrant ſeeks it out 
For ruin ; happy, happy were that ſtate, 
Beyond the golden fable of thoſe pure 
And earlieſt ages — wherefore this, good heay'n ? 


Is it of fate, that who aſſumes a crown | 5 Arn. 
Throws off humanity ? © WT his ſtr 
Arn. So Criſtiern holds. | { nknow 
He claims our country as by right of conqueſt, Lonccal, 
A right to ev'ry wrong. Ev'n now tis ſaid, Wow lab 
'The tyrant envies what our mountains yield And. 
Of health or aliment; he comes upon us, | Arn, 
Attended by a num'rous hoſt, to ſeize Ince het 
Theſe laſt retreats of our expiring liberty. zut yet e 
Aud. Shen? N Nod ever 
Arn. This riſing day, this ioſtant hour, \ wondr. 
Thus chas'd, we ſtand upon the utmoſt brink roke th. 
Of ſteep perdition, and mult leap the precipice, mid the 


Its hand: 


Or turn upon our hunters. | 
its patie 


And. Now, Guſtavus. 


Thou prop and glory of inglor ious Sweden, Pf painfu 
Where art thou, mightieſt man? — Were he but here Vith frie 
III tell thee, my Hrnoldus, I beheld him, o win hi 


Then when he firſt drew ſword, ſerene and dreadful, Il offers, 
As the brow'd evening ere the thunder brake; ngaging 
For ſoon he made it toilſome to our eyes Pfrhen all 
To mark his ſpeed, and trace the paths of conqueſt; e only ſt. 
In vain he follow'd, where he {wept the ficld ; __ eceires h 
»Twas death alone could wait upon Gy/tavus.,  . [d. I 
Arn. He was indeed whate er our wiſh could for he labou; 
him. COSTS 1 DP bereon t 
And. Array'd and beauteous in the blood of Danei Arn. 1. 
'Th' invaders of his country, chrice he chaſed + Ficir cour 
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This Criſtiern, this fell conq'rer, this uſurper, 
: With rout and foul diſlionour at his heels, 
To plunge his head in Denmark, 
Arn. Nor ever had the tyrant known return 
1 o tread our necks, and blend us with the duſt; - 
z Had he not dar'd to break thro” ev'ry law 
That ſanctiſies the nations, ſeiz'd our hero, 
The pledge of ſpecious treaty, tore him fi om us, 
And led him chain'd to Denmark. 
And. Then we fell. 
If (till he lives, we yet may learn to riſe ; 
But never can I dare to reſt a hope 
; Da any arm but his. 
Ern. And yet I truſt, 
his ſtranger that delights to dwell with derkne 
Unknown, unfricnded, compaſs'd round with w 
Conceals ſome mighty purpoſe in his breaſt, 
Kow lab'ring into birth, 
And. When came he hither? 
Arn, Six moons have chang'd upon the face of night, 
ince here he firſt arriv'd, in ſervile weeds, 
But yet of mien majeſtic, 1 obſerv'd him, 
And ever as I gaz'd, ſome nameleſs charm, 
\ wondrous greatneſs not to be conceal'd, 
roke thro' his form, and aw'd my ſoul before hin, 
mid theſe mines he earns the hireling's portion; 
lis hands out-toil the hind, while on his brow 
its patience, bathed in the laborious drop 
f painful Induſtry — I oft have ſought, 


D 


retchedacls, 


t here WV ith friendly tender of ſome worthier ſervice, 


eſt ; 


2 


o win him from his temper; but he ſhuns 
ll offers, yet declined with graceful act, 
ngaging beyond utr'rance ; and at eve, 
When all retire to ſome domeſtic ſolace, 
e only ſtays, and, as you ſee, the carth 
eceires him to her dark and chearleſs boſom, 
Ard, Has no unwary moment e'er betray'd 


uld tors labours of his ſoul, ſome fav'rite grief, 


\'hereon to raiſe conjeRure ? 


Dane Arn. 1 law, as ſome bold peaſants late depior'd 


0 


heir country's bondage, ſudden paſſion fei-'d 
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And bore him from his ſeeming ; ſtrait his form 


Was turn'd to terror, ruin fill'd his eye, 


And his proud ſtep appear'd to awe the world : 


When check'd as thro' an impotence of rage, 
Damp ſadneſs ſoon uſui p'd upon his brow, 
And the big tear roll'd graceful down his viſage. 


Aud. Your words imply a man of much importance, 
Arn. So] ſuſpected, and at dead of night 


Stole on his flumbers; his full heart was buſy, 
And oft his tongue pronounc'd the hated name 
Of bloody Criftiern — there he ſeem'd to paule : 


And recollected to one voice, he cry'd, 


O Haveden O my country! yet I'll ſave thee. 


Jud. Forbear — he riſes — heav'ns, what majeſty 


SCENE: Ih 
Euter Guſtavus. 


And. Your pardon, ſtranger, if the voice of virtue, 
If cordialamity from man to man, | 
And ſomewhat that ſhould whiſper.to the ſoul, 
o ſeek and cheer the ſuff'rer, led me hither 
impatient to ſalute thee, - Be it thine 
Alone to point the path of friendſhip out; 
And my beſt pow'r ſhall wait upon thy fortunes. ; 
Gu/?. Yes, gen'rous man! there is a wondrous te: 
The trueſt, worthieit, nobleſt cauſe for friend{lup ; 
HDearer than life, than int'reſt, or alliance, 
And equal to your virtues. 
And. Say unfold. : 
Guſt. Art thou a ſoldier, a chief lord in Saeder, 
And yet a ſtranger to thy country's voice, 
That loudly calls the hidden patriot forth ? 
But what's a ſoldier ? what's a lord in Sweden © 
All worth is fled, or fall'n — nor has a life 
Been ſpar'd, but for diſhonour ; ſpar'd to breed 
More flaves for Denmark, to beget a race 
Of new-bora virgins for th' unſated Juſt 
Of our new maſters. Sweden! thou'rt no more 
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Queen of the north ! thy land of liberty, 
= Thy houſe of heroes, and thy ſeat of virtues 
is now the tomb, where thy brave ſons lie ſpeechleſs, 
And foreign ſnakes engender, 
Aud. O tts true. 
8 haps wherefore? to what 7 e 
Es Guſt, Think of Stockholm / 
wer Criſtiern ſeized upon the hour of peace, 
And drench'd the hoſpitable floor with blood ; 
Then fell the flow'r of Saveden, mighty names 2 
ler hoary ſenators, and gaſping Patriots | 
Abe tyrant ſpoke, and' tus licentious band 
Of blood-train'd miniſtry were Joos'd to ruin. 
Invention wanton'd in the toil of infants 
stabb'd on the breaſt, or reeking on the points 
Of ſportive javelins. Huſbands, ſons, and fires 
With dying ears drank in the loud deſpair 
Of ſhricking chaſtity, The waſte of war 
Was peace and friendſhip: to this civil maſſacre, 
O heav'n and earth is there a cauſe for this? 
For fin without temptation, calm, cool villany, 
Delib'rate miſchief, unimpaſhon'd Juſt, 
And ſmiling murder? Lie thou there, my ſoul, 
Sleep, ſleep upon it, image not the form 
Of any dream but this, till time grows pregnant, 
And thou canſt wake to vengeance. 
And, Thou'ſt greatly moy'd me. Ha ! thy tears 
ſtart forth, 
'P > es, let them flow, our country” s fate demands them; 
1 too will mingle mine, while yet 'tis left us 
To weep in ſecret, and to ſigh with ſafety. 
But wherefore talk of vengeance ? 'tis a word 
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den, FShould be ingraven on the new-fall'n ſnow, 
Where the firſt beam may melt it from obſervance, 
i 'engeance on Criſtiern ! Norway and the Dane, 
| he ſons of Sweden, all the peopled north 
F Bends at his nod : my humbler boaſt of pow'r 


Meant not to cope with crowns. 
Guf?. Then what remains 
Is briefly this; your friendſhip has my thanks, 
zut muſt not my acceptance: never — BO — 
B 2 | Firſt 


e! 


7-0 > ls 


\\'. ukl make the greatneſs of thy heart to. ſwel!, 


14 16 8 TAV-U'S VAS A, Act. Sc. 3 
iy Firſt fink thou baleful manſion to the centre! 3 And | 
lb l | | And be thy darkneſs doubled round my head; 5 An 
4 Fre 1 forſake thee for the bliſs of paradiſe, 4 Perhay 
1 To be enjoy 'd beneath a tyrant's ſceptre; Whic 
| i! No, that were wilful flav'iry —— freedom is And ſ 
| The brilliant gift of beaven, *tis reaſon's ſelf, 5 But gi 
ji: The kin of Deity I will not part it. 3 And if 
Aud. Nor I, While I can hold it; but alas! $ You k 
That is not in our choice, S For th 
Cat. Why ? where's that power whoſe engines Whict 
187 are of force But ti 
1 To bend the brave and virtnous man to av'ry 7 z Gu/ 
23838 Baie fear, the lazineſs of luſt, grofs appetites, 
| "Theſe are the ladders, and the groveling footſtool, Or knc 
| From whence the tyrant riſes on our wronge, 3 Ang 
1 Secure and ſcepter'd in the ſoul's ſervility. 5 
A He has debauch'd the genius of our country, - 
19; And rides triumphant, while her captive ſons I 
=; +: Await his nod, the ſilken ſlaves of pleaſure, E 
L Or fetter'd ia their fears. q 
| Ard, 1 apprehend you. : 
1 No doubt, a baſe ſubmiſſion to our wrongs . 
1 | May well be term'd a voluntary bondage ; | And 
PH But think the heavy hand of pow'r is on us; 5 
is Of pow'r, from whoſe impriſonment and chains Aru. 
f Not all our free born virtue can proved 1 us. Tis ſai 
It 6 Gn. Tis there you err, for J have felt their force; The ca 
188! And had J yielded to enlarge theſe limbs, { Whiter 
183: Or ſhare the tyrant's empire, on the terms Lou kn 
1 Which he propos'd — I were a ſlave indeed. Ha ! 
14 3 — ia the deep and deadly damp of dungeons Support 
708 The ſoul can rear her ſceptre, {mile in anguiſh, An inf 
188! And triumph o'er oppreſſion. Cuft, 
1 And, 0 glorious ſpirit ! think not I am lack Was on 
1 | i To rel: what thy noble ſcope intends, Arv, 
2 But then the means ! the peril ! and the conſequence! 
11 } Grat are the odds, and who ſhall dare the trial? 
it {| Cuſt, J dare, 
q | j O vert thou ſtill chat gallant chief 
i | 4 Wi an once I knew |! I cou'd unfold a purpoſe 
F 
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And ſpread vindictive round — You ſay you know me; 
But give a tongue to ſuch a cauſe as this, 
And if you hold me tardy in the call, 


You know me not — but thee I've ſurely known ; 
For there is ſomewhat in that voice and form, 
Which has alarm'd my ſoul to recollection; 
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Sc. 3. the DErivzren of his Country. 17 A 
And burſt in the conception. 10 
= And. Give it utt'rance. 1 
Perhaps there lie ſome embers yet in Sueden, 1 
” Which, waken'd by thy breath, might riſe in flames, . 


But 'tis as in a dream, and mocks my reach. 


Guſt, Then name the man whom it is death to 
know, 


Or knowing. to conceal and I am he. 
And. Guſiavus ! Heav'n's ! 'tis he ! 'tis he hindfelf ! 


SCENE. Ik 
Enter Arvida, ſpeaking toa ſervant. 


Arv, I thank you, friend, he's here, you may reare, 
And. Good morning to > my noble gueſt, you're early. 
[ Guſtavus aal apart. 

Arv, I come to take a ſhort and haſty leave: 

Tis ſaid, that from the mountain's neighb'ring brow, 

| The canvas of a thouſand tents appears, 
| Whitening the vale — ſuppoſe the tyrant there; 

| You know my ſafety lies not in the interview —— 

Ha ! what is he, who in the ſhreds of ſlavery 

Supports a ſtep, ſuperior to the ſtate, 

And infolence of ermine ? 


Guſt, Sure that voice 
Was once the voice of Ke, and Arvida ! 
Aru. Ha! yes 'tis he! —— ye pow'rs Hit 12 
Guſtavus. 
Guſt, Thou brother of adoption ! In the bond 
Of ev'ry virtue wedded to my ſoul, 
Enter my heart, it is thy property. 
Arg, I'm loſt in joy aud wondrous circumſtance. 
Cu/t, Les, wherefore, my Mruida, wherefcre is it 
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| x 
That in a place, and at a time like this, By cha 
We ſhould thus meet? Can Cri//iern ceaſe fiom Upon 2 
cruelty ? The bl 
£ay, whence is this, my brother? How eſcap'd you? ” Thank 
Did 1 nct leave thee in the Daniſh dungeon? Imboſo 
Ar. Of that hereafter, Let me view thee ſirſt. © Preven 
How graceful is the gab of wretchedneſs! Led by 
When worn by virtue ? Faſhions turn to folly ; Concea 
Their colours tarniſh, and their pomps grow poor Became 
To her magnificence. RY as i 
Cuft. Yes, my Arvida. That c 
Beyond the {weeping of the proudeſt train And fro 
That ſhades a monarch's heel, I prize theſe weeds, Had pc 
For they are ſacred to my country's freedom. raver 
A mighty enterpriſe has been conceiv'd, > Impend 
And thou art come auſpicious to the birth, That fr 
As ferit to fix the ſeal of heav'n upon it. |  Witnef 
aro. Point but thy: purpoſe — let it be to Thy fo 
bleed Cold fe 
Cie., Your hands my friends !. And thi 
All. Our hears, Es | Serv'd | 
C. 1 know they're brave. | When! 
O ſach the time has need, of hearts like yours, What! 
Faithful and firm, of hands inur'd and ſtrong; ln the 
For we mult ride upon the neck of danger, And. 
And plunge ime a p poſe big with death, 
Aud. Here let us kneel and bind us to diy fide. Have o 
By all and as 
Gut. No, hold —if we want oaths to join us, | From a 
Su ift let us pert, from pole to pole aſunder. Have h 
A cauſe like ours is its own facrament; C 
Truth, Juſtice, Reaſon, Love, and Liberty, 
in' eternal links that claſp the world are in it, I've ſea 
nd he who breaks their ſanction, breaks all law, Barren 
And infinite connection. Bat the. 
Arn, True, my Lord. In whiel 
Hud. Ard ſach the force I feel. Arn, 
Au. And I. Holt ap 
Arn. And all. | Upon vw 
6. Krow then, that ere our royal Szepcy: fell, The ſta 
W. ile this my vallant coufa and myleit, > Guft, 
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By chains and treach'ry, lay detain'd in Denmark, 


Upon a dark and unſaſpedted hour 


” The bloody Gri//zern ſought to take my head. 
Thanks to the ruling pow'r | within whoſe eve 
 tmboſom'd ills and mighty treaſons roll, 
prevented of their blackneſs 


I eſcap'd, 
Led by a gen'rous arm, and ſome time lay 
Conceal'd in Denmark, For my forfeit head 


© Became the price of crowns, each port and path 
Wias ſhut againſt my paſſage, till J heard 


That Srenon, valiant Stenon fell in battle, 
And freedom was no more. O then what bounds 
Had pow'r to hem the deſp'rate ? I o'erpaſs'd them, 
” Travers'd all Sweden, thro” ten thouſand ſocs, 
Impending perils, and ſurrounding tonguer, 
That from himſelf inquir'd Gufavas out. 
© Witnefs, my country, how I toil'd to wake 
© Thy ſons to liberty! in vain for fear, 
Cold fear had ſeiz'd on all Here laſt I came, 
Aud {hut me from the fan, whoſe hateful beams 
Serv'd but to ſhow the ruins of my country. 
When here, my friends, *twas here at length J found 
What I had left to look for, gallant ſpirits, 
In the rough form of untanght peaſantry, 
And. Indeed they once were brave, our Dalz- 
| carlians 
Have oft been known to vive a law to kings ; 
| And as their only wealth has been their liberty, 
| From all th' unmeaſur'd graſpings of ambition 

Have held that gem untouch'd -— tho” now 'tis fear'd — 

Cui. It is not fear'd I ſay they fill {hall 
hold it. 
I've ſearch'd theſe men, and find them like the ſo.l, 

Barren without, and to the cye unlovely, 

but they're their minds within; and this the day 

In which 1 mean to prove them. ; 

Arn, O Guflavus ! 

Moſt aptly. hait thou caught the paſſing how; 

Upon whoſe critical and fated hinge 

The ſtate of Sueden turns, 


Cut. And to this he ur 
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I've therefore held me in this darkſome womb, 
That ſends me forth as to a ſecond birth 
Of freedom, or thro? death to reach eternity. 
This day return'd with ey'ry circling year, 
In thouſands pours the mountain-peaſants forth, 
Each with his batter'd arms and ruſty helm, 
In ſportive diſcipline well train'd, and prompt 
Againſt the day of peril — thus diſguis'd, 
Already have I ſtirr'd their latent ſparks 
Of ſlumb'ring virtue, apt as I cou'd with 
To warm before the lighteſt breath of liberty. 
Arn. How will they kindle, when confeſs'd to view 
Once more their loy'd Gu/tavus ſtands before them, 
And pours his blaze of virtues on their fouls |! 
Aro. It cannot fail. 
And. It has a glorious aſpect. 
Arv. Now Sweden ! rife and reaſſert thy rights, 
Or be for ever fall'n. 
And, Then be it ſo. 
Arn, Lead on, thou arm of war, 
To death or victory. 
Guſt. Let us embrace. 
Why thus, my friends, thus join'd in ſuch a cauſe, 
Are we not equal to a hoſt of ſlaves 9 
You ſay the foe's at hand — why, let them come, 
Steep are our hills, nor eaſy of acceſs, 
And few the hours we aſk for their reception. 
For I will take theſe ruſtic ſons of liberty 
In the firſt warmth and hurry of their ſouls ; 
And ſhou'd the tyrant then attempt our heights, 
He comes upon his fate — Ariſe thou ſun ! 
Haſte, haſte to rouſe thee to the call of liberty, 
That ſhall once more ſalute the morning-beam,, 
And hail thee to thy fetting. 
Arn. O bleſs'd voice! 
Prolong that note but one ſhort day thro' Sweden, 
And tho' the fun and life ſhould ſet together, 
It matters not — we ſhall have liv'd that day. 
Aro. Were it not worth the hazard of a life 
To know if Cri/tiern leads his pow'rs in perſon, 
And what his ſcope intends ? Be mine that talk, 
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Fv'n to the tyrant's tent I'll win my way, 

And mingle with his councils. 

” Guft, Go, my friend, 

Dear as thou art, whene'er our country calls, 

Friends, ſons, and fires ſhould yield their treaſure up, 

| Nor own a ſenſe beyond the public ſafety. 

hut tell me, my Avda, ere thou goeſt, 

Tell me what hand has made thy friend its debtor, 
Ind giv'n thee up to freedom and Guſtavus ? 

Ar. Ha ! let me think of that, tis ſure ſhe loves him. 
: Lide. 


W 
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riew Away thou lance and jaundice eye of jealouſy, 
That tempts my foul to ſicken at perfection ; 
Away ! I will unfold it to thyſelf 
Arvida owes his freedom. 

Cut. How, my friend, 

Arv. Some months are paſs'd ſince in the Dani/> 
: dungeon 
With care emaciate, and unwholeſome damps 
Sick'ning I lay, chain'd to my flinty bed, 
And call'd on death to eaſe me ſtrait a light 
Shone round, as when the miniſtry of heav'n 
Deſcends to kneeling ſaints. But O! the form 
That paur'd upon my fight —— ye angels ſpeak ! 
For ye alone are like her; or preſent 
duch vifions pictur'd to the nightly eye 
Of fancy tranc'd in bliſs. She then approach'd, 
Ihe ſofteſt pattern of embodied meekneſs, 
For pity had divinely touch'd her eye, 
And harmoniz'd her motions— Ah, ſhe cry'd, 
Unhappy {tranger, art not thou the man 

V\ hoſe virtues have endear'd thee to Caſiavus ? 

Cult. Guſtavus did ſhe ſay? 
rv, Yes, yes, her lips 

rearh'd forth that name with a peculiar ſweetneſs, 
Loos'd from my bonds, I roſe, at her command, 
When, ſcarce recov'ring ſpeech, 1 would have kneel'd, 
ut haſte thee, hafte thee for thy life, ſhe cry d; 

And O, if e'er thy envied eyes behold 
hy lov'd Guftacus ; fay, a gentle foe 
[145 giv'n thee to his friendibip. 
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Cut. You've much amaz'd me! is her name a fe- 
eret? | 
Arv. To me it is but you perhaps may gueſs. 
Cuſt. No, on my word. 
Arv. You too had your deliv'rer. _ 
Guſt, A kind, but not a fair one — Well, my friends 
Our cauſe is ripe, and calls us forth to action. 
Tread ye not lighter ? Swells not ev'ry breaſt 
With ampler ſcope to take your country 1n, 
And breathe the eauſe of virtue? Riſe, ye Swedes / 
Riſe greatly equal to this hour's importance, 
On us the eyes of future ages wait, | 
And this day's arm ſtrikes forth deciſive fate; 
This day, that ſhall for ever fink —or fave 
And make each Swede a monarch — or a fave. 


940 T H. 
SCENE, the Camp. 
Enter Chriſtiern, Attendants, &c. Trollio meets him, 


Troll. LL hail moſt mighty of the thrones 0: 
A Europe ! 

The morn ſalutes thee with auſpicious brightneſs, 

No vapour frowns prophetic on her brow, 

But the clear ſun who travels with thy arms 

Still ſmiles, attendant on thy growing greatneſs : 

His evening-eye ſhall ſee the peaceful lord 

Of all the north, of utmoſt Scandinavia; 


Whence thou mayſt pour thy conqueſts o'er th: 


earth, | 
Till fartheſt Iadia glows beneath thy empire, 
And Lybia knows no regal name but yours. 

Criſt. Yes, Trollio, 1 confeſs the godlike thirſt, 
Ambition, that wou'd drink a ſea of glory, 
But what from Dalecarlia ? 

Troll. Late laſt night, 

I ſent a truſty ſlave to Peterſon, 
And hourly wait ſome tidings. 
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the DELIVERER of his CounTRy. 23 
Criſt. Think you ? 


ſure 


The wretches will not dare ſuch quick perdition, 


Troll. I think they will not — tho? of old I know 
them 


All born to broils, the very ſons of tumult ; 


18 


Waſte is their wealth, and mutiny their birthright, 
And this the yearly fever of their blood, 


: Their holiday of war; a day apart, 


Torn out from peace, and ſacred to rebellion. 


Oft has their battle hung upon the brow 

Of yon wild ſteep, a living cloud of miſchiefs, 
Pregnant with plagues, and empty'd on the heads 
Of many a monarch, 


Criſt. Monarchs they were not, 


; Pageants of wax, the mouldings of the populace, 


Mm. 


es 0! 


Gr! 


Tame paltry idols, ſcepter'd upfor ſhow, 
And garniſh'd into royalty 
| Kings ſhould be felt if they wou'd find obedience ; 


No, Trollio, 


'The beaſt has ſenſe enough to know his rider, 
When the knee trembles, and the hand grows ſlack, 
He calts for liberty : but bends and turns 

For him that leaps with boldneſs on his back, 

And ſpurs him to the bit. 


SCENE Il, 


Euter a gentleman-uſher, and ſeveral peaſants, wis 
kneel and bow at a diſtance, 


Crit, What ſlaves are thoſe ? | 
Gent. My 2 Liege, your ſubjects. 
Criſt. Whence? 
Cent. Of Sueden. 
From Auger mannia, from Helſingia ſome, 
Some from Gemtian, and Nerician provinces. 
Criſt. Their buſineſs ? 
Gent. They come to ſpeak their griefs. 
Criſt, Their griefs ! their inſolence ! 
e not the camel mute beneath his burden? 
Were they not born to bear? Away! — hold! come, 
| What 
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What wou'd theſe murmurers ? Silent ! 
Gent, Moſt royal Criſtiern, ; ſmile 
They ſay they have but one one gracious king, 1 he wre 
And yet are bow'd beneath a hoſt of tyrants, AV hat, h 
Taſkmaſters, ſoldiers, gatherers of ſubſidies, Þo! tho 
All officers of rapine, rape, and murder ; | Aro, 
\Will-doing potentates, the lords of licence, 19 
Who weigh their ſweat and blood, and heavier W * hat ar 


Ev'n as a feather puff'd away in ſport, = F= 
The paſtime of a gale. For I'm 
Criſt. 1'll hear no more, | Criſt. 
I know ye, well 1 know ye, ye baſe ſupplicants, : d whitly 
Fear is the cnly worſhip of your ſouls ; Aru. 


And ever where ye hate, ye yield obeif ance. ( 
Wi retches ! Shall I go porting on the earth, Eow poo 
Leſt my imperial foot ſhould tread on emmets ? hen ful 
Is it for you I muſt control my ers gan ride 
And coop my eagles from their carrion ? No —— Ind ſtret. 
Are ye not commoners, vile things in nature, | Cri/?, 
Poor priceleſs peaſants ? Slaves can know no property : U 
Out of my fight ! Exeunt Peaſant: Nby, wh 
| o, Troll 
ove hin 
S O EN E III. 
Enter Arvida guarded, and a gentleman, 
Arv. Now fate I'm caught, and what remains 
obvious. 
Gent, A priſoner, goo od my Lord. | 
Crit. When taken *? Crife. 1 
Cent. Now, ev'n here, before your tent; Meß. ( 
I mark'd his careleſs action, but his eye W en. 
Of ſtudied obſervation then his port ve times 
And baſe attire ill ſuiting I inquir'd, patient « 
But found he was a ſtranger, Griſt, \ 
Criſt. Ha! obſerve. g Me. F 
(Damn'd affectation) what a ſullen ſcorn mmende 
Knits up his brow, and frowns upon our preſence, o ſpeed 
What —ay — thou wou'dſt be thought a myſtery, Criſt, 
Some greataels 1 in eclipſe — Whence art thou, ſlave ? ſpe 


Siler: 


2. Nc. 4. the DELIVERER of his CouxnTRY. 25 


Cilent | nay, then—briog forth the torture there — 
A nile ! damnation ! — How the wrerch aſſumes 
The wreck of ſtate, the ſuff”ring ſoul of majeſty ! 
bat, have we no pre- eminence, no claim ? 
Pol thou not know thy life is in our power? 
| Aro. Tis therefore 1 8 } it, 

ii. Matchleſs inſolence | 

I hat art thou? ſpeak ! 

| Aro, Be ſure no friend to thee ; 

For I'm a foe to tyrants, 
Criſi. Fiends and fire ! 
i 2 whitlwind tear thee, moſt audacious traitor, 


e, 


Criſtiern. 
Eow poor thy pow'r, how empty is thy happineſs ! 
1 hen fuch a wretch as I appear to be, 
gan ride thy temper, harrow up thy form, 
Ind ſtretch thy foul upon the rack of paſhon. 
| Cri/?, VE know thee I will know thee { bear 
| him hence! 
hy, what are kings, if faves can brave us thus? 
o, Trollio, hold him to the rack tear, ſearch him, 
oe him thro ev'ry poignance, ſting him deep. 
[Exit Trollio with Arvida guarded, 
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s EN E lv. 
ains! 


Enter a Meſſenger as in baſte. 


Crit, What wou'dſt thou, fellow ? 

Mefſ. O my Sovereign Lord, 

m come faſt and far, from ev'n till morn ; 

ve times I've croſs'd the ſhade of ſleepleſs night, 
patient of thy 3 

Griſt, Whence ? 

Meg. From Denmark, 

mmended from the conſort of thy throne 


o ſpeed and privacy. | 

7 Ci. Your words wou'd taſtey of terror — Wretch, 
ve? ſpeak out, 

Siler: C 


Aro. Do, rage and chafe, thy wrath's beneath me, . 
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Nor dare to tremble here For didſt thou bear +. 17 M 
Thy ridings from a thouſand Jeagnes around, And u 
Unmov'd, I move the whole, the cent'ring nave, . Wor F.; 
Where turns that mighty circle — Speak thy meſſage, B Yor pua 
Meg. A ſecret malady, my gracious Liege, bat b 
Some factious vapour, riſen from off the ſkirts | Yi: acl 
Of ſouthmoſt Norway, has diffus'd its bane, And fit 
And rages now within the heart of Denmaréł. tis he 
Cri/?, It muſt not, cannot, 'tis impoſſible ! ss ite 0 
What, my own Danes ? Nay, then the world wi unf Abd it 
weeding. & Bug hen 

1 will not bear it —— Hell ! I'd rather ſee hen 
This earth a deſert, delolate and wild, ? Pu nar 
And like the lion {talk my lonely round, And by 
Famiſh'd, and roaring for my prey — Call Trollio, | 36 rath 


3}! have men (ſtudied, deeply read in miſchiefs. ban 


2 Troll 
And lift 
; hat gi 

EWhoſe 


SCENE v. 


Enter a ſervant, who kncels, and deliversa letter, by pri 
T2 Criſt. 
Criſt. From whom? | Troll 
Serv. From Peterſon. Criſt. 
Criſt. To 1 PN: [ Rea: 7 
How's this? — be gone | Crift, 
Go all without there -—— wait my plenturk, Troll. 
© curſe! how bel] has tim'd its plagues ! Cris. 
76d. 
| Pray giv 
SCENE Vi. FE 
f ſo, he 
Enter Trollio. "our par 
| — er ſeen 
Crit. Come near, my Trollio. MM Cri. 
We've heard ill news from Denmark —— that ynen che 
trifle — | hro? Co, 
But here's to blaſt thy eyes — — read —— Lad orac 
Troll. Ha! Guſtavus! : Troll. 
Bo near us, and in arms! RE be 


Cri/7, What's to be done? now, Trellio, now's the WM mirk'g 
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5 7 o ſubrilize thy ſoul, found every depth, 
And waken all the wondrous ſtateſman in thee. 
For I muſt tel] thee, (ſpite of pride and royalty, 
© Of guarding armies, and of circling nations 
hat bend beneath my nod), this curs'd C, gavus 
invades my ſarinking ſpirits, awes my heart, 
And fits upon my ſlumbers — All in vain 
© Has he been daring, and have I been vigilant ; 
© Site of himſelf he ſtill evades the hunter, 
— And if there's power in heav'n or hell, it guards him. 
When was I vanquiſh'd, but when he oppos'd me? 
When have I conquer'd, but when he was abſent ? 
£ ls name's a hoſt, a terror to my legions, 
And by my rripled crown I ſwear, Guſtavus, 
F rather meet all Zurope for my toc, 
han ſee thy face in arms! 
| Troll, Be calm, my Liege; 
And liſten to a ſecret big with conſequence, 
[That gies thee back the ſecond man on earth, 
Whoſe valour cou'd plant fears around thy throne : 
fer. {Thy pris'ner —— 
Crit. What of him? 
Troll. The Prince Arvida. 
Crit. How! 
Troll. The ſame. 
Criſt. My royal fugitive! 
Troll. Moſt certain. 
Criſt. Now then 'tis plain who ſent him hither, 
Troll. Yes. 
Fray give me leave, my Lind — a thought comes 
croſs me — 
f ſo, he muſt be ours — ; [ Paujes, 
"our pardon for a queſtion —— Has Arvida 
ver feen your beauteous daughter, your Gri/tina ? 
MW ri. Never — yes — poſhbly be might, that day 
that Nynen the proud pair, Guſtavus and Arvida, 
bro” Copenhagen drew a length of chain, 
nd prac'd my chariot-wheels — but why the queſtion ? 
Trell, I'll tell you —— While eden now he ſtood 
before us, 
's the WW mark'd his high demeanour, and my eye 
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Claim'd ſome remembrance of him, tho' in clouds 


Doubtful and diſtant, but a nearer view — br 
Renew'd the characters effac'd by abſence, Criſt 
Yet, leſt he might preſume upon a friendſhip E 7711 
Of ancient league between us. I diſſembled, 2 Crift 


Nor ſeem'd to know him — On he proudly ſtrode, 
As who ſhould ſay, Back fortune, know thy diltance ! We But tl 

9 , 4 ut the 
Thus ſteadily he paſs'd, and mock'd his fate. ; 770 
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As ſure 
Came forth attended -— qu: ick amazement ſeiz'd I That h. 


Arvida at the fight; his fte eps took root, 

A tremor ſhook him; and his alt'ring cheek 
Now ſudden flaſh'd, then fled its wonted colour one 
While with an eager and intemp'rate look | Degrad, 
He bent his form, and hung upon her beauties. _ | Crift 


Love is 
lt ever 


Criſt. Ha ! did our daughter | note him 2 0 
Troll. No, my Lord; ; * 
She paſs'd regardleſs — ftrait his pride fell from him, Wn... ſwe 


And at her name he ſtarted ; Een vi 
Then beav'd a figh, and caſt a look to Kay? a, Raad 
Of ſuch a mute, yet eloquent emotion, j 
As ſeem'd to ſay, Now fate thou haſt prevail'd, 
And found one way to triumph o'er Arvida / 
Criſt. But whither wou'd this lead? 
Troll. Laſt, hit, my Lordi! 
While thus his ſoul's unſeated, ſhook by paſſion, 
Cou'd we engage him to betray Guffavus — 
Criſt. O empty hope! Impoſlible, my Trollio. 


| Opens ar 


rum. 


Do I not know him, and the curs'd G ej: _ 
Both fix'd in reſolution deep as hell, Leave 3 
And proud as high Olympus /! | | Tait wht 
Troll. Ah, my Liege, Jo pou 
No mortal footing treads ſo firm in virtue, At ſuch 
As always to abide the ſlipp'ry path, To pluc 
Nor Nepiäte with the bias — Some have few, ME While e 
But each man has his failing, ſome defect 0'er pai 
Wherein to ſlide temptation Leave him to me. Angelic 


Crit. I know thou halt a ſerpentizing genius, And he 
Can't wind the ſubtleſt mazes of the ſoul, 
And trace her wand'rings to the ſource of action. 
li thou caalt bend this proud one to our purpoſe, 


Firm an 
The wr 


A nd 


— — — — — ——— 
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d make the lion crouch, 'tis well — if not, 
Away at once, and ſweep him from remembrance. 

Troll. Then I mult promiſe deep. 

Criſt. Ay, any thing; outbid ambition. 

Troll. Love? | 
| Crift, ha! yes —— our daughter too — if ſhe 
, can bribe him : 
© But then to win him to betray his friend? 
| T7. O doubt it not, my Lord — for if he loves, 
As ſure he greatly does, I have a ſtratagem 
That holds the certainty of fate within it. 
Love is a paſſion whoſe effects are various; 
t ever brings ſome change upon the ſoul, 
dome virtue, or ſome vice, till then unknown, 
Degrades the hero, and makes cowards valiant. 
Crit. True, when it pours upon a youthful temper, 
Open and apt to take the torremin 3 
lt owns no limits, no reſtraint it knows, 
But ſweeps all down tho' heav'n and hell oppoſe; 
E Ev'n virtue rears in vain her ſacred mound, 
Raz'd in its rage, or in its ſwellings drown'd. 


pr wy 


12 
ous 


1, 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE vt 


| Opensand diſcovers Arvida in chains, guards prepari:. * in- 
firuments of death and torture, Headvances inconſuſion, 


Arv. Off, off, vain oy hear, 15 conflicting thoughts! 
| Leave me to heav'n. O peace ! — It will not be — 
Juit when I roſe above mortality, 
To pour her wondrous weight of charms upon me 
At ſuch a time, it was, it was too much | 
To pluck the ſcaring pinion of my ſoul, 
While eagle-ey'd ſhe held her flight to heav'n, 
O'er pain and death triumphant ! Help, ye ſaints, 
! Angelic miniſters, deſcend, deſcend ! 
And lift me to myſelf; old, bind my heart 
Firm and unſhaken in th? approaching ruin, 
The wre eck of earth. born frailty ! and O heaven 
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every pang theſe tortur'd limbs ſhall feel, 

1 20009 in tenfold bleflings on Guſtavus ! 

Ves, bleis him, bleſs bin ! crown his hours with joy, 
Fis head with glory, and his arms with conqueſt; 

Set his lirm foot upon the neck of tyrants, 

And be his name me balm of every lip 


That hreatnes thro' Sueden ] worthieit to be ſty I'd 
Their friend, their chief their father, and ele King! 
. 
Enter Trollio. 


Troll. Unbind your priſoner. 

Arv. Ho-? | 

Troll. You have your liberty, 
And may depart unqueſtion'd. 

And. Do not mock me. : - 
It is not to be thought, while pow'r remains, 
That Cri/tiern wants a reaſon to be cruel, 


But let him know I wou'd nct be oblig'd. 


He who accepts the favours of a tyrant, 

Shares in his guilt ; they leave a ſtain behind them. 
Troll. You wrong the native temper of his ſoul; 

Cruel of force, but never of election: 

Prudence conpell'd him to a ſhow of tyranny ; 


_ Howe'er, thoſe politics are now no more, 


And mercy in her turn ſhall ſhine on Sweden, 
Arv, Indeed ! it were a ſtrange, a bleſs'd reverſe, 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd ; but then the cauſe, 
The cauſe, my Lord, mult 9 be uncommon. 
May I preſume ? 
Perhaps a ſecret. | 
Troll. No or if it were, 
The boldnefs of thy ſpirit claims reſpeck, 
And {hou'd be-anſwer'd. Know, the only man, 
In whom our monarch ever knew repulie, 
1s now our friend; that terror of the field, 
Th' invincidte Colts e 
Aro, Ha ! friend to Cri, tern ! | guard) thyſelf, 
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Nor ſeem to take alarm — Why, good my Lord, 
What terror is there in a wretch proſcrib'd, 


Naked of means, and diſtant as Gu/tavus ! 


Troll. There you miſtake — Nor knew we till this 
hour 


5 | The danger was ſo near — from yonder bill 
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rſe, 


| He {ends propoſals, back'd with all the pow'rs 
= Dalecarlia, thoſe licentious reſolutes, 


Who, having nought to hazard in the wreck, 
Are ever foremoſt to foment a ſtorm. 


Arv, 1 were too bold to queſtion on the terms. 
Troll. No — truſt me, valiant man, whoe'er thou art 


I wou'd do much to win a worth like thine, 

| By any act of ſervice, or of confidence. 

| The terug Guſavus claims, indeed, are haughty ; 
The freedom of his mother and his ſiſter, 

| His forfeit province, Gotland, and the iſles 

| Submitted to his ſceptre —— But the lee gue, 

| The bond of amity, and laſting friendſhip, 

| 1s, that he claims Criſtina for his bride. 


You ſtart, and ſeem ſurpris'd, 
Aru. A ſudden pain 
Juſt ſtrack athwart my breaſt — ut ſay, my Lord, 
| | thought you nam'd abc 
Troll. Yes. 
Arv. O torture! LAſide. 
What of her, my good Lord? ) 
Troll, 1 Grad: . gd claim'd her for his bride. 
Arv. His bride ! his wife! 
Yon did not mean his wife ! Do fiends feel this? 
[ 41/ide. 
Down, heart, nor tell thy anguiſh ! Pray excuſe me, 
Did yon not ſay, the Princeſs was his vife 2 
Whoſe wife, my Lord ? 
Troll, 1'did not fay what was, but- what muſt be. 
Arv. Touching Guftavur, was it not 4 
Troll. The fame. 
Arv. His bride! 
Troll. I fay his bride, his wife; ; his lov'd Criſtina ! 
Criſtina, fancied in the very prime 85 
5 And 
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And youthful ſmile of nature; form'd for joys 
Unknown to mortals, You ſeem indiſpos'd. 

Arv. The crime of conſtitution —Oh Gu/lavus |! 

Aſido. 

This is too much! — And think you then, my 159 Ky 
What, will the royal CriAiern e'er conſent 
To match his daughter with his deadlieſt foe ? 

Troll. What ſhuu'd he do? Wan elſe mult be eternal, 


i 9. 
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Make peace eſſential here. ö ly love 


Aru. Yes, peace has ſweets Arv, 
That Hybla never knew; it ſleeps on down, | | 
Call'd gently from beneath the cherub's wings ; Lend me 
No bed for mortals — Man is warfare — all yſelf * 
A hurricane within; yet friendſhip ſtoops, | £ 1 ſon 
And gilds the gloom with falſehood ſmiles and vat . h 

niſh ! ! 2 „ Ile 

For ſtill the ſtorm grows high, and then no ſhore ! 1 Troll. 
No rock to ſplit on ! *Twere a kind perdition nd ſee, | 
To fink ten thouſand fathom at a plunge, . ar 5 
And faſten on oblivion —- there we hold, Ha! Yes 
And all is [Faint 1 
Troll. Help, bear him up. O potency of love ! | Lo 


That plucks this noble fabric from his baſe. 
Bend, bend him forward — He revives - 
you ? 
Aru. I know not — yet a dagger were more friend]; 
Return me, Trol/io, O return me back 
To death, to racks ! Undone, undone, Arvida ! 


How far And I we: 


Troll. Is't poſſible, my Lord ! the Prince Arvida En. 
My friend ! [ Embraces hin, _ 
Arv. Confuſion to the name ; Turn Criftin, 
Troll. Why this, good heay'n ? And wherefore th 29, n 
diſguis'd ? 4 am ov. 
Arv. Yes, that accompliſh'd traitor, that Gu//avu ve ſenſe | 
While he fat planning private ſcenes of happineſs, S {till a ſn 
O well diſſembled ! he, he ſent me hither ; ad whiſpe 
My friendly, unſuſpecting heart a * Ai lg Mar. 
con 


To make death fure, and rid him of a rival. 
Troll, A rival! Do you then love Criſtiern's daughter 
Arv. Name her not, Trollio ; ſince ſhe can't be mine 

Gu/taviui 
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. vb how, ah ! how haſt thou deceiv'd me ! 

l ho could have look'd for falſehood from thy brow ? 

boſe hear'aly arch was as the throne of Virtue, 

Fray eye appear'd a ſun to cheer the world 

j ſhy boſom Truth's fair palace, and thy arms, 

Bcnevolent, the harbour for mankind, 

| Troll. What's to be done? Believe me, valiant Prince, 

1 know not which moſt ſways me to thy int'reſts, 

Ny love to thee, or hatred to Guftavus, 

Aro. Wou'd you then fave me? Think, contrive it 

quickly i Y | 

Lend me your troops —— by all the pow'rs of ene 

Myſelf will face this terror of the north, 

This ſon of fame — this O Guftavus — what ? 

AV here had I wander'd? Stab my bleeding country! 

Fave, fhield me from that thought, 

| Troll. Retire, my Lord; 

F or ſee, the Princeſs comes. 

Aro. Where, Trollio, where? 

Ha! Yes, ſhe comes indeed! her beauties drive 

Time, place, and truth, and circumſtance before them! 

Perdition pleaſes there — pull — tear me from her! 

let muſt J gaze — but one — but one look more, 

And I were loſt for ever. [ Exeunt. 
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e SCENE IX. 


Enter Criſtina, Mariana, and attendants. 


vida 
hin. 
Turn, 
e thus 


Crifling. Forbid it ſhame ! : Forbid it virgin modeſty : 
(0, no, my friend, Guftavus ne er ſhall know it. 
J am overpaid with conſcious pleaſure ; 
he ſenſe but to have ſav'd that wondrous man, 

s {till a ſmiling cherub in my brealt, 
nd whiſpers peace within, 

Mar. Tis ſtrange a man, of his high note and 

conſequence, 
nou'd fo evade the buſy ſearch of thouſands; 
hat fizz long months have ſhut him frofn inquiry, 
nd not an eye can trace him to his covert. 
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Crilina. Once 't was not fo, each infant liſp'd, Gu/iavu'i 
It was the fav'rite name of ev'ry language, 
His ſlighteſt motions fill'd the world with tidings; : 


Pe. IO, 
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Pf corot 
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: ; ac'd h 

Wak'd he or ſlept, Fame watch'd th' important hour, 15 "Fas 
And nations told it round. | 
* s miet 


Mar. I've heard, my Princeſs, 
What time Guſtavus lay detain'd in Denmark, 
Your royal father ſought the hero's friendſhip, 
And offer'd ample terms of peace and amity. 
Criſtina. He did; he offer'd that, my Mariana, 


As tho” 
| nd all 
Aar. 


Crift. 


For which contending monarchs ſu'd in vain, L 1 c 8 

He offer'd me, his darling, his Criſtina; 0 er 

But I was flighted, ſlighted by a captive, . q 5 

Tho' kingdoms ſwell'd my dower. | we 5 
Mar. Amazement fx me, ben ſe 

Re jected by Guſtavus ! L. 3 
Criſtina, Ves, Mariana ; ——— but rejefed nobly. 3 . 

Not worlds cou'd win him to betray bis country | 

Had he conſented, I had then deſpis'd him. 

What's all the gaudy glitter of a crown ? 

What, but the glaring meteor of ambition, 

That leads a wretch benighted in his errors, 

Points to the gulf, and ſhines upon deſtruction, 1 


Mar. You wrong your charms, whoſe pow'r mig C 0; 
| reconcile 
Things oppoſite in nature — Had he ſeen you! 


Criſtina. He has, my Mariana, he has r. me. 6 N 
I'll tell thee yet while inexpert of years, Fas ſold 


I heard of bloody ſpoils, the waſte of: war, 


And dire conflicting man; Cuſtavus name 1 
Superior roſe, ſtill dreadful in the tale: 5 
Then firlt he ſeiz' d my infancy of ſoul, Li 
As ſomewhat fabl'd of' gigantic ferceneſs, 60 
Too huge for any form; he ſcar'd my ſleep, His fon 
And f11'd my young idea. Not the boaſt Er 
Of all his virtues, graces only known 1 
To him, and heav'nly natures:! cou'd eraſe And foie 
The ſtrong impreſſion, till that wondrous day BY frag 
In which he met my eyes. But O, O heav'n Has ia 
O love, and all ye cordial pow'rs of paſſion The pur 


What then was my amazement ! he was chain d, 
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&\'as chain'd, my Mariana! like the robes 

Pf coronation, worn by youthful kings, 

Ile drew his ſhackles. The Herculear nerve 

; rac'd his young arm; and ſoften'd in his cheek 


abu, 


„ id more than woman's ſweetneſs! Then his eye! 
His mien! his native dignity ! he look'd, 
As tho' he led captivity in chains, 
End all were ſlaves around. 
Mar. Did he obſerve you ? 
| Crift, He did: for as I trembl'd, look'd, and ſigh'd, 
, lis eyes met mine; he fix'd their glories on me. 
*onfufion thrill'd me then, and ſecret joy, 
aſt throbbing, ſtole its treaſures from my heart, 
Ge nd mantling upward, turn'd my face to crimſon, 
J wiſh'd - - but did not dare to look he gaz d; 
ben fadden, as by force, he turn'd away, 
ly And would no more behold me, 
SCENE: X; 
Enter Laertes. 
mig Laer. Ah, bright imperial maid ! my royal miſtreſs ! 


Cri/tina., What wou'dſt thou ſay ? Thy looks ſpeak 
terror to me, 

Laer. O you are ruin d, ſacrific'd, undone ! 

3 E it all; your cruel, cruel father | 

Tas fold you, giv'n you up a ſpoil to treaſon, 

The puchaſe of the nobleſt blood on earth - 

-uflavus ; 7 

Criſtina. Eh! what of bim? Where, where is he? 

Laer. In Dalecarlia, on ſome great deſign, 

oom'd in an hour to fall by faithleſs hands: 

His friend, the brave, the falſe, deceiv'd 4rvida, 

Ev'n now prepares to lead a band of ruffians 

Beneath the winding covert of the hill, 

ind ſeize Guſtavus, obvious to the ſnares 

Of friendſhip's fair diſſemblance. And your father 

Has vow'd your beauties to Arvida's arms, 


The purchaſe of his falſchood, 


W Criſtina, 
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Criſtina. Shield me heav'n ! ; 
Firſt duty, break thy filial bands in ſunder, 
And blot the name of parent from the world ! 
Is there no let, no means of quick prevention ? 
Laer. Behold my life (till chain'd to thy direction, 
My will ſhall have a wing for ev'ry word 
That breathes thy mandate. 
Criſtina, Will you, good Laertes ? 
Alas, I fear to overtaſk thy friendſhip. 
Say, will you ſave me then —— O po, haſte, fly ! 
Acquaint Guſtavus —— if, if he mult fall, 


| Let hoſts that hem this ſingle lion in, 


Let rations hunt him down —— let him fall nobly. 


Laer. I go, my Princeſs — Heav'n direct me to him! 
| [ Exit 
Criſtina, I wou'd pray too, to fave me froalifi 


pollution; 
Deteſted ſtain, the touch of the betrayer ! 
But mighty love the partial pray'r arreſts, 
And leaves me only anxious for Gu/favus, 
For him cold fears my fainting boſom chill, 
His cares diſtra& me, and his dangers kill ; 
Ye pow'rs ! if deaf to all the vows I make, 
Vet ſhield Guf/tavus, for Guſtavus ſake ; 
Protec his virtues from a faithleſs foe, 
And ſave your only image left below. 


R 'T III. 


SCENE, Mountains of Dalecarlia. 
Enter Guſtavus as a peaſant — Dalecarlians followiny 


Guſt, E men of Sweden, wherefore are ye come 
See ye not yonder, how the locuſts ſwarm, 

To drink the fountains of your honour up, 

And leave your bills a defert — Wretched men |! 

Why came ye forth? is this a time for ſport? 

Or are ye met with ſong and jovial feaſt, 

To welcome your new guelts, your Daniſh viſtants ? 
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: To tretch your ſupple necks beneath their feet, 
Wd faw ning lick the duſt ? — Go, go, my countrymen, 
3 ich to your ſeveral manſions, trim them out, 

all all the tedious ear nings of your toil 

No purchaſe bondage — Bid your blooming daughters, 
2 nd your chaſte wives to ſpread their beds with ſoftneſs; 
Hhen go ye forth, and with your proper hands 

: onduct your malters in; conduct the ſons 

f luſt and violation O Savedes, Swedes 1! 

Heav'ns! are ye men, and Nl ye ſuffer this? 


SCENE. II. 
, . Enter Arnoldus, who talks apart with Guſtavus. 


iſt Dale. How my blood boils ! 
2d Dale. Who is this honeſt ſpokeſman ? 
zd Dale, What, know you not Rodo/phus of the mines? 
better lab'rer ne'er {truck ſteel to ſtone. 
| Guft. There was a time, my friends! a glorious time; 
Vac, had a ſingle man of your forefathers 
pon the frontier met a hoſt in arms, 
is courage ſcarce had turn'd ; himſelf had ſtood, 
'one had ſtood the bulwark of his country, 
our res were known but by their manly fronts, 
n their black brows, enth:on'd. ſat liberty, 
he awe of honour, and contempt of death, 
| 1ſt Dale. We are not baſtards, 
2d Dale. No. 
zd Dale. We're Dalecarlians. 
Guft, Come, come ye on then, Here I take my ſtand ! 
ere on the brink, the very verge of liberty; 
tho" contention riſe upon the clouds, 
ix heav'n with earth, and roll the ruin onward 
cre will I fix, and breaſt me to the ſhock, 
ill, or Denmark fall. 
Sho And who art thon, 
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| 
; at thus wou'dſt ſwallow all the glory vp 

hit ſhou'd redeem the times? Behold this breaſt, 
nts ? he Word has till'd it; and the ſtripes of ſlaves 
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Shall ne'er trace honour here; ſhall never blot 
The fair inſcription — Never fhall the cords 
Of Daniſh inſolence bind down theſe arms 
That bore my royal maſter from the field. 
Guft, Ha! Say you, brother? Were you there— 
O grief! 
Where liberty and Stenon fell together? 
Siv., Yes, I was there — A bloody field it was, 
Where conguelt gaſp'd, and wanted breath to tell 
Its o'ertoil'd triumph. There our bleeding king, 
There Stenon on this boſom made his bed, 
And rolling back his dying eyes upon me; 
Soldier, he cried, if eter it be thy lot 
To ſee my valiant couſin, great Guſtavus, 
Tell him — for once, that I have fought like him, 
And wou'd like him have 
Conquer'd — he ſhou'd have ſaid —but there, O there, 
Death ſto pt him ſhort, 
Cut. Come to my arms, and let me hide thy tears, 
For 1 have caught their ſoftneſs — O Danes, Danes ! 


ou ſhall weep blood for this. Shall they not, brother 


Yes, we will deal our might with thrifty vengeance, 
A life for ev'ry blow, and when we fall, 
There ſhall be weight in't; like the tott'ring tow'rs 
That draw contiguous ruin. 
Siv. Brave, brave man | 
My ſoul admires thee — By my father's ſpirit, 
1 wou'd not barter {ach a death as this 
For immortality ! Nor we alone 
Here be the truſty gleanings of that field 
Where lait we fought for freedom; here's 
Tho' wrapp'd in rags, my fifty brave companions ; 
\Vho thro' the force of fifteen thouſand foes 
Bore off their king, and ſav' d his great remains. 
Cuſt. Give me your Hatds, thoſe valiant hands 
Why, Captain, 
We could but die alone, with theſe we'll conquer, 
My fellow-lab'rers too — What ſay ye, friends ? 
Shall we not ſtrike for't ? 
All. Death; victory or death ! 
Np bonds, no bonds ! ! 
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{ Arn, Spoke like yourſelves — Ye men of Dalecarlia, | | 
: Prave men and bold ! whom ev 'ry future ape, is 
E Tongues, rations, languages, and rolls of fame bil; 
1 hall mark for wondrous deeds, atchierements won | 
om konour's dang'rous ſummit, warriors all! 9 | 
| Shy, might ye chufe a chief, for bigh exploits, | = 
E From he firſt annal, to the lateſt praile hi | 
That breathes a hero's name -—Sfeuk, name the mas 04. 
. bon then ſhould meet your with ? = || 
Sir. Forbear the theme, | 
AV by wou'dit thou ſeek to fink us with the weight 
Of grievous recollection ? O Gupavus / i 
© Cou'd the dead wake, thou wert that man of men, x | | 
© Firſt of the foremoſt. TH 
61ſt. Didſt thou know Guflavus ? "I 
Siv. Know him! O heaven! what elſe, who elſe was TH 

| 

| 


e — 


S . worth | 
The knowledge of a foldier ? That preat day, | # 
When Criftiern, in his third attempt on Sweden, 43 
Had ſumm'd his pow'rs, and weigh'd the fcale of fight : | | 
On the bold brink, the very puſh of conqueſt, Hl 
} Gu/tavus ruſh'd, and bore the battle down; | 
In his full ſway of proweſs, like Leviathan 
That ſcoops his foaming progreſs on the main, 
And drives the ſhoals along forward I ſprung, 
All emulous, and lab'ring to attend him; 
Fear fled before, behind him rout grew loud, 
And diſtant wonder gaz'd At length he tun'd, 
And having ey'd me with a wondrous look 
Of ſweetneſs mix'd with glory grace ineſumable ! 
He pluck'd this bracelet from his conq'ring arm, 
And bound it here My wriſt ſeem'd treble nerv'd; 
My heart ſpoke to him, and I did ſuch deeds 
As beſt might thank him— But from that bleſs'd day 
I never ſaw him more — yet ſtill to this 
I bow, as to the relics of my faint : 
Each morn I drop a tear on ev'ry bead, 
Count all the glories of Guſtavus o'er, 
And think I ſtill behold him. 
Cut. Rightly thought; 
For lo thou doſt, my ſoldier, 
D 2 Gave 
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Give me my arms — Off, off ye dark diſguiſes! 
Behoid your genci al, 
come once more to lead you on 


For I will be myſelf. 
Cuftauus 


Ts laurel'd victory, to fame, to freedom! 


1{t Dile. Is it? 

2d Date. Yes, 

3d Dale, No, 

4th Dale. *Tis he! 
5th Dale, Tis he! 
6th Dla. Tis he | 


It cannot, 
Cuſt. What, no nearer ? 
$70. Tis, it is! 


Guft. O ſpeechleſs eloquence 


Riſe to my arms, my friend. 


Sv. Friend ! feid you friend? 


O my heart's Lord ! my conq'rer ! my ! 


Siv, Strike me, ye pow'rs ! —It is iſlaſion all! 


F Falls and embraces his Auges. 


Guft. Approach, my fellow-foldiers, your Guſtavus 


Claims no precedence here: 


Throws all reſpeQs behind it 


friendſhip like mine 


"tis enough 


I read your joys, your tranſports ia your eyes 
And wou'd, O, wou'd | had a life to ſpend, 
For ev'ry ſoldier here ! whoſe ev ry life's 

Far dearer than my own ; dearer than aught, 
Except your liberty, except your honour, 
Periſh Guſtavus, ere this ſacred ſun, 

That lights the reſt of Saveden to their ſhame, 


Should blaſh upon your chains 


why faid J chains! 


To ſoals like yours, ! ſaould have talk'd of triumphs, 
Empire, and fame, and hazards imminent, 


Occalions wiſh'd, for glory — haſte, brave mea 


Collect your friends to join us on the inſtant; 
Suramon our brethren to their ſhare of conqueſt, 
And let loud Echo, from her circling hills, 
Sound freedom, till the undulation ſhake 
The bounds of utmoſt Sareden. 

Exc Dalecarlians, crying, Guſtavus, 


. 


Guſtavus, Literty. 
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: SCENE tt. 
Enter Anderſon, 


Aud. There was a glorious ſound { 
| Gu}l, Yes, Anderſon, | 
The long-wiſh'd hour is come — the ſtorm is up, 
ont, And wrecks will follow-— Where they are to light, 
Let heav'n determine — Well, my noble friend, 
Has Peterſon ſet out? 
* Ard. He has, this inſtant ; 
ee. And bears your packet to the t yrant's camp. 
| CGuf?, What think you of his zeal ? 
And. In truth, my Lord, 
It wears a gallant ſhow. 
Cu. Tis ſpecious all, 
245 MM Flaſh without fire, che lightning of a dond 
That carries darkneſs in the rear — for Peterſon, 
To ſpread my letters thro' the camp of Crijziern, 
And ſeek for ſuccours in the jaws of death, 
| It ſhew'd too bold, too much the flaming patriot, 
| Beſide, I know him for the friend of. Trollio. 
And. Why wou'd you then employ him? 
Guſt. There's the myſtery. 
Tis not his faith, but treachery I truſt to. 
My letters are directed to the chiefs 
Ot thoſe inglorious mercenary Swedes, 
85 Whom Criſtieru has ſeduc'd to join his hoſt, 
And turn the ſword of conqueſt on their country; 
To each of thoſe I have addreſs'd in terms 
Of ſpecial correſpondence, meant to rouſe 
The jealouſy of Criſtiern, as I think 
My packet can't eſcape him — What enſues ? 
The tyrant hence concludes himſelf betray'd, 
Sifis all his legions, thins the ranks of fight, 
avus, And leaves them open to our bold invaſion. 
But grant that Peter/on deceive my aim, 
ENE And hold the rank of virtue; then the Swedes 
May waken to the glorious call of honour. 
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So — ev'ry way it ſaves us from the guilt 
Of Savedes encount'ring Sw2des, and ſpares the blood 
Of brethren, tho' revolted. 


And. On my ſoul, 


This is a {tratagem that ſaps the miner, 


Makes treaſon turn a traitor to itfelf; 
And mock its own deſigns. 

Gut. O noble friend, faſt winds the great machine 
That ſtrikes the fate of Sweden — Go, my Anderſon, 
Aſſemble all thy brave adherents round thee, 

With warlike inſpiration warm their ſouls, 
And haſte to join me here. 
And. 1 will, my Lord. [ Exit 


SCENE IV; f 
Fnter Laertes. 


15 er. Thy preſence nobly ſpeaks the man I with, 
Gu/tavus, 

Cu. Yes, Thou haſt a hoſtile garb, 

Ha ! {ay — Art thou Laertes ? If I err not, 
There is a friendly ſemblance in that face, 
Which anſwers to a fond imprethon here, 

And tells me I'm thy debtor —— my deliv'rer ! 

Laer. No, valiant Prince, you over-rate my ſervice, 
There is a worthier object of your gratitude 
Whom yet you know not —O, I have io tell — 
Bat then to gain your credit, muſt un fold 
What haply ſhould be fecret Be it ſo; 

You are all honour, 
Guſt. Let me to thy mind, - 
For thou haſt wak'd my foul into a thought 
That holds me all attention. 
Laer. Mightieſt man! 
To me alone you held yourſelf oblig'd 
For life and liberty Had it been ſo, 
1 were moſt bleſs'd, with retribution juſt 
To pay thee for my own-————- For on the day 
When by your arm the mighty Thraces tell, 
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Fate threw me to your ſword — You ſpar'd my youth, 


And in the very whirl and rage of fight 


our eye was taught compaſhon—from that hour 
I vow'd my life the ſlave of your remembrance ; 


And often, as Criſtina, heav'nly maid | 


The miltreſs of my ſervice, queſtion'd me 

| Of wars and vent'rous deeds, my tidings came 
Still freighted with thy name, until the day 

In which yourſelf appear'd, to make praiſe ſpeechleſs, 
© Criſtina ſaw you then, and on your fate 

| Dropp'd a kind tear; and when your noble ſcorn 

f proffer'd terms provok'd her father's rage 

Js take the deadly forfeit; ſhe, ſhe only, 

| Whoſe virtues watch'd the precious hour of mercy, 


All trembling, ſent my ſecret hand to fave you ; 
Where, thro' a paſs unknown to all your keepers, 


I led you. forth, and gave you to your liberty, 


Cut. O am ſunk, o'erwhelm'd with wondrous good- 
-- mos 


But were I rich and free as open mines 


That teem their golden wealth upon theworld, 


| Still I were poor, unequal to her bounty. 
Nor can I longer doubt whoſe gen'rous arm 


In my Arvida, in my friend's deliverance, 


| Gave double life, and freedom to GHD. 


Laer. A fatal preſent ! Ah, you know him not; 


| Arvida is miſled, undone by paſſion; 
Falſe to your friendſhip, do your truſt unfaithful. 


Cut. Ha! hold ! 

Laer. I muſt unfold it. 

Guſt. Yet forbear: 
This way I hear ſome footing - pray you ſoft —— 
If thou haſt aught to urge againſt Au, 
The man of virtue, tell it not the wind ; 
Leſt ſlander catch the found, and guilt ſhould triumph. 

[ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 
Arvida entering ſpeaks to a ſoldier, 


Aro, He's here— bear back my orders to your fellows, 
That 


P ˙ ü — I 
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That not a man, on peril of his life, * nate 
Advance in fight till call'd. Guft 

Sold. My Lord, I will Aro, 

Arv. Have | not vow'd it, faithleſs as he is, Cuft, 
Have I not vow'd his fall? Yet, good heav'n ! | ro, 
Why (tart theſe ſudden tears? On, on I mult, | Were n 
For I am half-way down the dizzy ſteep, | Guff. 
Where my brain turns — A draught of Lethe now - M. hea 
O that the world wou'd ſleep to wake no more | I Had I! 
Or that the name of friendſhip bore no charm | Aro, 
To make my nerve unſteady, and this ſteel Didſt th 
Flee backward from its taſk ! It ſhall be done, — Cfd. 
Empire! Criſtina ! tho' th' affrighted ſun Jl know | 
Start back with horror of the direful ſtroke, The fra 
It ſhall be done. Calm, calm the hell within, Pirm ho 
Thy looks may elſe turn traitors — Ha, he comes ! Lil in t 
How ſteadily he looks, as heav'n's own book, The wil 
The leaf of truth, were open'd on his aſpect. s ind Wor 
Up, up, dark minittor his fate calls out For (till 


[Puts up the dagger On who! 
Already 


lark ho 
To lead 
: O nam! 
Thy che 

Wilt tho 


To nobler excution; for he comes 
In oppoſition, ſingly, man to man, 
As tho' he brav'd my wiſh, 


SCENE- VI. 


| Arv, 

Enter Guſtavus, Guſt, 

| | Aro, 

[They Iook for ſome time on each other Atvid Cf. 
lays his hand on his ſword, and withdraws it If" here li 
turns — then advances irreſolutely. ull pure 
gain he 

Guſt. Is it then ſo ? Arv, 
Arv. Defend thyſelf, luſt ſoo! 
Guſt. No — ſtrike To leave 

I would unfold my boſom to thy ſword, Guſt. 
But that I know the wound you give this breaſt ome to 
Would doubly pierce thy own, Arv, 
Arv. 1 know thee not | nd horr 
It is the time's eclipſe, and what ſhould be » thou | 


a 3, Sc. 6. the DELIVERER of his CounTRY. 45 
In nature, now is nameleſs, | 
s Cut. Ah, my brother! 
Aro, What wouldit thou? 
C. Is it thus we two ſhould meet? 

Aru. Art thou not falle ? Deep elle, O deep indeed 
Were my damnation. 
Cut. Drar, unhappy man 
My heart bleeds for thee. Falſe I'd rely been, 
1 [Had I like thee been tempted. | 
| Aro, Ha! ſpeak, ſpeak, 
PDidſt thou not ſend to treat with Criſtiern ? 
Cut. Never. 
Know. thy error, but I know the arts, 
The frauds, the wiles that pradlis d on thy virtue; 
Pirm how you ſtood, and tow'r'd above mortality; 
Till in the fond unguarded hour of love, 
| ſhe wily undermining Trolli9 came, 
; pod won thee from thyſelf —— a moment won thee —— 
For (till thou art Arvida, ſtill the man 
On whom thy country calls for her deliv'rance, 
Already are her braveſt ſons in arms; 
Park how they ſhout, impatient of our preſence, 
: o lead them on to a new life of liberty, 
To name, to conqueſt — Ha, heav'n guard my brother, 

Thy cheek turns pale, thy eye is wild upon me, 
Wilt thou not anſwer me ? 
| Aro. Guftavus l 

Guſt, Speak, 

Aro. Have I not dream'd ? 

Guſt, No other I eſteem it. 
Vhere lives the man whoſe reaſon ſlumbers not? 
till pure, ſtill blameleſs, if at wonted dawn 
gain he wakes to virtue, 

Arv. O, my dawn 

luſt ſoon be dark. Confuſion diſſipates, 
To leave me worſe confounded. 

Cuſt. Think no more on't. 
ome to my arms, thou deareſt of mankind ! 

Arv, Stand off! pollution dwells within my touch. 
nd horror hangs around me Cruel man! 
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For reſolution held the deed as done ; 


That now mutt ſink me — Hark ! Pm ſummon'd hence 


My audit opens! Puiſe me! for I {tand 

Upon a ſpire, againft whoſe ſightleſs baſe 

Hell breaks his wave beneath. Down, down ! dare not, 
And up I cannot look, for juſtice fronts me — 

Thou ſhalt have vengeance, tho? my purpling blood 
Were nectar for heav'n's bow], as warm and rich, 


As now 'tis baſe, it thus ſhould pour for pardon, 
[Guſtavus catches his arm, and in theftrugele th 


dagger falls. 


Guft. Ha ! hold, Arvida -= No, I will not loſe thee= 


Forbid it heay'n ! thou ſhalt not rob me ſo; 
No, I will ſtruggle with thee to the laſt, 
And fave thee from thyſelf, Oh, anſwer me ! 
Wilt thou forſake me ? anſwer me, my brother, 
My belt Arvida. | 

Arv. I wou'd ſpeak to thee — 
But let it be by ſilence. Oh Guſtavus! 

Gut, Say but you'll live. 

Aro, Oh! 

Guſt, For my ſake. 

Arv. Yes, take me; 
Ex poſe me, cage me, brand me for the tool 
Of crafted villains, for the verieſt ſlave, 
On whom the bend of each contemptuous brow 
Shall look with loathing. Ah, my turpitude 
Shall be the vile comparative of knaves 
To boaſt and whiten by! 

Gut. Not ſo, not ſo. c 
Who knows no fault, my friend, knows no perfection. 
The rectitude that heav'n appoints to man 
Leads on thro' error; and the kindly ſenſe 


Of having ſtray'd, endears the road to bliſs ; 


It makes heav'n's way more pleaſing ! O my brother, 
Tis hence a thouſand cordial charines 


Derive their growth, their vigour, and their ſweetneſs, 
This ſhort lapſe 


. 


Shall to thy future foot give cautious treading, 


[Ofers to fa 
Gt 


Ered and firm in virtue, 
Aro. Give me leave. 
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G:/?. You ſhall not paſs, 
Aro. I mult. 
Guſt. Whither ? 
Aru. I know not —— O Cuftavu ! 
ot, Cut. Speak. N 
| 4rv. You can't forgive me. 
Gut, Not forgive thee ! 
Arv. No. 
Look there. Points to the dagger. 
and yet when I reſolv'd to kill thee, 
] cou'd have died —indeed I cou'd for thee, 
cou'd have died, Guſtavus / 
Guſt, OI know it. | 
A gen'rous mind, tho' ſway'd a while by paſſion, 
Is like the ſteely vigour of the bow, 
$111] holds its native rectitude, and bends 
But to recoil more forceful. Come forget it. 


ence, 


SCENE. VII 
Euter a Dalecarlian. 


Dale. My Lord, as now I paſs'd the mountain's brow, 
I ipy'd ſome men, whoſe arms and {trange attire 
Give cauſe for circumſpection. 

Guſt. Danes, perhaps; 


Haſte, intercept their paſſage to the camp. [Exil Dal. 


Arv. Thoſe are tne Danes that witneſs to my ſhame, 
CA. Periſh th* opprobrious term! not ſo, Arvida; 
Myſelf will be the guardian of thy fame; 
Truſt me, I wil — Our friends approach — O clear 
While I attend them, clear that cloud, my brother, 
That ſits upon the morning of thy youth; 


ection. 


her, Il bangs too near the heart of thy CAI vu. [ Exit, 
Arv, Of thy Guftavus! O wretch, wretch, curs'd 
tnels, wretch | 


What is this time and place, and toys of circumſtance ; 
That wind our actions, ſo, as heav'n's own hand 
What's done may not unravel ? — Pardon may ! — 
There's the Lethean ſweet, the ſnow of heav'n, 
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New blanching o'er the Negrs front of guilt, 

That to the eye of mercy all appears | 

Fair as th' unwritten page —- yet ſelf-convict, 

Tho' heav'n's free pow'r ſhou'd pardon, where's m 
peace? 

Thus, thus to be driven out from my own breaſt ! 

To have no ſhed, no ſhelt'ring nook at home 

To take reflection in ! How looks the wretch 

W hoſe heart cties villain to itſelf ? I'll not 

Erdure its batt'ry — Somewhat muſt be done 

Of high import ere night, that I may ſleep, 

Or wake for ever. 
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SCENE VII. 


Arnoldus, Sivard, efficers, &c. 


1ſt Dale. Let us all fee him ! 
2d Dale. Yes, and hear him too. 
3d Dale, Let us be ſure tis he bimſelf. 
ath Dale. Our general. | 
th Dale. And we will fight whi 
found. 
6th Dale. Or hands to wield them. 
7th Dale. Get on the bank, Guftavus. 
Hnd. Do, my Lord. 
Guſt. 'My countrymen! 
. 1ſt Dale. Ho! hear him. 
2d Dale, Peace ! 
zd Dale, Peace 
ath Dale, Peace 
Guſt, Amazement I perceive hath fill'd your hearts, 
And joy for that your loſt Guſtavus, ſcap'd 
Thro' wounds, impriſonments, and chains, and deaths, 
Thus ſudden, thus unlook'd for ſtands before ye. 
As one eſcap'd from cruel hands 1 come, | 
From hearts that ne'er knew pity 3 dark and vengeful : 
Who quaff the tears of orphans, bathe in blood, 
And know no muſic but the groans of Sweden. 
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Fer, not for that my ſiſter's early innocence, 

And mother's age now grind bene oy Captivity 3 
Nor that one bloody, one remorſeleſs hour 

| Swept my great fire, and kindred IR my ſide; 
For them Gaftatus weep not, tho' my eyes 
Were far lefs dear, for them I will not weep 

| But, O great parent, when I think on thee i 

Thy numberleſs, thy namcleſs, ſnamefal infamies, 
My widow'd country ! Sed en! when I think 
Upon thy deſolation, ſpite of rage 


And vengeance that woutd choak them tears will 09% 


And. O, they are villains, ev'ry Daze of them, 
EPractis'd to {tab and {mile; to {tab the babe 
That ſmiles upon them. 
Arn. What accurſed hour 1 
Roll o'er thoſe wretches, who to ſiends 28 tlreſe 
In their dear liberty have barter' d m 
Than worlds will rate for? 
i Guſt. O Liberty, heav'n's choice prerogative ! 
True ! ond of law, thou ſocial ſoul of property, 
Thou breath of reaſon, life of life itſelf! 
0 or thee the valiant bleed. O ſacred kberty ! 
Wing'd from the ſummer's ſnare, from flart” ring ruin: 
Like the bold ſtork you ſeek the wint' ry ſhore, 
Leave courts, and pomps, end palaces to ſlaves, 
leave to the cold, and reſt upon the ſtorm. 
Peder by thee, my foul difdain'd the terms 
Uf empire —- ofer'd at the hands of tyrants, 
With thee, I fought this fav'rite ſoil; with thee, 
Fheſe fav'rite ſons I ſought; thy ſons, O Liberty. 
or ev'n amid the wilds of life you lead them, 
ift their low rafted cottage to the clouds, | 
mie o'er their heaths, and from their mountain-tops 
beam glory to the nations. 
All, Liberty! liberty! 
Cuſt. Are ye not mark'd, ye men of Dalecarlia, 
re ye not mark id by all the circling w one. - 

| 8 the great ſtake, the laſt effort for libert 
eful : 

y, is it not your wealth, the thirſt, the 4 
be ſcope and bright ambition of your ſouls ? 


Yet Thy clſe have yon, and your renown'd forefathers, 
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From the proud ſummit of their glitt'ring thrones, 
Caſt down the migiuieſt of your lawful kings 

That dar'd the bold infri ingement? what, but liberty 
Thro' the fam'd courſe of- thirteen hundred years, 61. Te 
Aloof hath held invaſion from your hills, > who wat 


/\nd {anQify'd their ſhade ? — And will ye, will ye hd fo be fi 


bo to its f 
d Dale. 
but delay 


Shrink from the hopes of the expecting world; ride our 
Bid your high honours ſtoop to foreign inſult, lc the le 
And in one hour give up to infamy [1h the re 
The harveſt of a thouland years of glory? ? MI flirt th 
iſt Dale. No. nfels d to 
2d Dale. Never, never. (elf, and 
2d Dale. Periſh all firſt ! invincib 
4th . Die all! noldus, 2 
Gut. Les, die by piecemeal] |! ill pour d 
5 care not a limb o'er which a Dane may triumph! , joy, 1 
Mow from my ſoul I joy, 1 joy, my friends, ur limbs 
0 * ye fear'd ; to {ce that ev'n your foes in tho? « 
Jo zultice to your valours ! — There they be, Id are ou 
ihe pow'rs of kingdoms, ſumm'd in yonder hoſt, With us, t 
Yet kept aloof, yet irembling to aſſail ye. h fingly 
And O, when J look round and ſee you here, cel, I fee 
Of number ſhort, but prevalent in virtue, ey lift m. 
Ny heart ſwells high and burns for the encounter, like the 


Frue courage but from oppoſition grows; under wil 
And what are fifty, what a thouſand flaves, 
Match'd to the ſinew of a ſingle arm 
That ſtrikes for liberty? that ſlrikes to ſave 
Tis fields from fire, his infants from the ſword, 5 
Tlis couch from Juſt, his daughters from pollution ; 8 
And his large honours from eternal infamy ? 
What, doubt we then? ſhall we, ſhall we ſtand be Ente. 
Till motives that might warm an ague's froſt, 
And nerve the cowaid's arm, ſhall poorly ſerve ; V 
To wake us to reſiſtance? Let us on! 
O, yes, I read your lovely ſierce impatience! 
You ſhall not be with-held; we will raſh on them{err move; 
This is indeed to triumph, where we hold art butt 
Three kingdoms in our toil ! is it not glorious, - touch t 
Thus to appall the bold, meet force with fury, roll. I. 
And puſh yon torrent back, till ev'ry ware ſtars 
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e to its fountain? | 
zd Dale. On, lead us on, Gu/iavus; one word more 
eri dat delay of conqueſt. 
„ %. Take your wiſh, 
> who wants arms, may grapple with rhe foe, 
| ye pd fo be furniſh'd. You, molt noble +:4er j5rrs 
vide our pow'rs, and with the fam'd Cg, 
e the left route— You, Eric, great in arms! 
juh the renown'd Nederbi, hold the tight, 
vl fcirt the foreſt down; then wheel at ouce, 
nfels d to view, and cloſe upon the vale: 
ſelf, and my moit valiant couitn here 
invincible Arvida, gallunt Simard, 
1o[dus, and theſe hundred hardy vet'rans, 
ill pour directly on, and lead the onſgt. 
ch! joy, I ſee confels'd from ev'cy eye, 
ur limbs tread vigorous, and your breaſts beat ligh! 
in tho? our ranks, tho” ſcanty be our bands, 
d are our hearts, and nervous are our hands. 
it, With us, truth, juſtice, fame, and freedom cloſe, 
h ſingly equal to an hoſt of foes, 
cel, I fecl them fill me out for fight, 
ey lift my limbs as feather'd Hermes light! 
er, like the bird of glory, tow'ring high, | 
under within his graſp, and lightning in his eye ! 


' Bo Rs 


1, | 

tion; SCENE, before the camp. 

ad he Enter Criſtiern, Trollio, ard Attendants. 
e Our obſervation's juſt, I ſee it, Trollio : 


Men are machines, with all their boaſted 
freedom, 
hemW{eir movements turn upon ſome fav'rite paſſion; 
art but find the latent foible out, 
s, - touch the ſpring, and wind them at our pleaſure, 
, roll. Let heav'n ſpy out for virtue, and then 
ſtarve it: 
E 2 But 
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But vice and frailty are the ſtateſman's quarry, 
The objects of our ſearch, and of our ſcience ; 
Mark'd by our ſmiles, and cheriſh'd by our bounty. 
Tis hence, you lord it o'er your ſervile ſenates; 
How low the ſlaves will ſtoop to gorge their lulls 
When aptly baited: ev'n the tongues of patriots 
(Thoſe ſons of clamour) oft relax the nerve 
Within the warmth of favour, 

Crit. How elſe ſhould kings ſubſiſt 

| pow r, 

But the nice conduct of another's weakneſs ? 
That thing call'd virtue is the bane of government, 
A libel on the ſtate, that afts ſuppreſſion; 
It bas a hatcful and unbending quality; 
It ſerves no end, {til} reſtive to the rein, 
And to the ſpur unſpeedy: They who boaſt it 
Are traitors, rivals of their king, my Trollio, 
— waming other ſubjects, greatly dare 

To lord it o'er themſelves. Such is G MHavns, 
If yet he be 
And ſuch Arvida was; tho? now, I 
He is too far advanc'd in our deſ:ons 
To think of a retreat. 

Troll. Impoſſible! 
Already has he leap'd the ouilty mound 
That might appall his virtue; for the world 
He dare not now leok back; where ame purſues, 

And cuts off all retreat. 


? for what } 


truſt, 


SCENE Il. 


Enter Gentleman Uſher and Peterſon, who kneels, 


Cent. My Liege, Lord Peterfon. 
Criſt. Riſe to our truſt, moſt worthy Paterſon 3 
Riſe to our friendſhip : By my head 1 ſwear, 
Bar but our Trollio here, there's not a Swede 
Who holds thy valu'd level 1n cur heart! 
For thou'rt unſhaken, tho? thy nation ſwerve; 
Faithtnl among the faithleſs, 


eie 
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| Peter, What I am, 


2t this inform your Majeſty, [Gives a packet, 


| Troll. A packet! 
Vhence had you that, my friend? 
| Peter, Even from the hands 


the once great Gu/avus, 


| Crit, Then you have ſeen him. Tell me, tell me, 


Peterſon, 

"hat ſaid he? Eh ! How look'd the mighty rebel? 
lis means, his ſcope, the pride of his preſumption, 
ive me the whole ! 

| Peter. Lat night, my gracious Lord, 

Vhile yet I held your meſſenger in conference : 

rriv 'd, who brought a letter from C uſlavus, 

\ herein, digeſting many flagrant terms 
f mutinous import againſt the ſtate 

f your high dignity ; by moruing-light 
le pray'd me to attend him; boaſting much 

f plenieous hopes, and means of boJdelt enterpriſe, 
t this I gave you notice; and ere dawn 

t out for freth intelligence I came ; 

aw him ſhrunk, that glory of the north, 

:1'd with the vileneſs of a ſlave's attire ; 

here, in the depth and darkneſs of the mines, 

or ſix long months he hath not ſeen the ſun; 
olleagu'd with circling horrors ; hourly toil 

ath been his watch, and penury his earning; 

ut like the lion, newly broke from bonds, 

he mingling paſſions from his eyes dart glory ; 

ride lifts his ſtature, and the opening front 

11 looks dominion, 

Cri/?, Who were his adherents ? 

Peter, The traitor Ander ſon, and a few friends, 

o whom, ere I ſet out, he flood reveal'd, 

ad when I ſeem'd to queſtion on his pow 'rs 

f rivallhip, the props whereon he meant 

o lift contention to the princely front 

ſuch high oppoſition ; he reply'd, 

is powers were near your perſon, 

Cr iff, How! what's here? [Looks on the packet. 
2 Laurent, Aland, Haquin, and Roderic, 
E 3 Confuſion x 
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Confaſion! Treaſon's in our camp! Who's there : ? 
Gent, My Liege! 
Criſt, Bear this to Nord: 


The Saved//Þ captains, 

Troll. Might I but preſume — 

Criſt, I will not be control'd —bid him ſeize all, 
Soldiers and chiefs ! By hell, there's not a Swede, 
But Jurks an inſtrument to prompt rebellion, 

And plots upon my life! Look there, tis evident: 


They are all leagu'd, confed'rate with Gu/favus, 
Th' abettors of his treaſon, 
Troll. It ſhou'd ſeem ſo: 3 
And yet it ſhou'd not — Tell me, Peterſon, 
Art thou aſſur'd thy credit with Guflavus 
Will anſwer to a truſt like this? — Ha! ſay. 


| To give the Izait cold colour for ſuſpicion, 


'8 Divide and conquer, is the ſum of politics. 

2 the dreaded circle of his ſword, 
Guſtavus triumphs in an ample genius; 

He walks at large, ſees clear and wide around him; 

Calm in the ſtorm and turbulence of action; 

He ponders on the laſt event of things, 

And makes each cauſe ſubſe rvient to the confequence. 
Criſt, You over-rate his craft; they're falſe, m 

Trellis, 
Falſe ev'ry Swede of them; I read their fouls, 
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CENE III. 


N * 
— —— — 


Euter Criſtina aud Mariana. 


8 Criſtina. I heard it was your royal pleaſure, Sir, 
j 3 I ſhou'd attend your Highneſs, 
1 Criſt. Yes, Griftina, 


But cuſwels interleres. 
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[ Gives Trollio a letter. 


Peter, Yes, well afſur'd : my zeal appear'd too warn 


Pc. 4. 


— Bid him ſeize 
[Gives a ſignet, 
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net. Enter an Officer, 


Of. My Sovereign Liege ! 
Wide o'er the weſtern ſhelving of yon hill, 
We think, tho? indiſtincily, we can ſpy, 
Like men in motion muſt'ring on the heath; 
And there is one who ſaith he can diſcern 
er. IA few of martial geſture, and bright arms, | : 
Who this way bend their action. | 
Crit. Friends, perhaps, | 4 
For foes it were too. daring Haſte thee, Trollio, 0 
Detach a thouſand of our Danish horſe | +8 
o rule their motions — We will out ourſelf, fl 
and hold our pow'rs in readineſs — Lead on. 
yarn | | [ Exeunt, 


you 
SCENE V. 


» 


Enter Criſtina and Mariana. 


Mar. Ha! did you mark, my Princeſs, did you mark? 
hou'd ſome reverſe, ſome wondrous whirl of fate 
ce. {Once more return Gu/?avus to the battle, 
>, Mew nerve his arm, and wreathe his brow with 
conqueſt; 
ay, wou'd you not repent that e er you ſav d 
bis dreadful man, the foe of your great race; 
\ ho pours impetuous in his e s cauſe 
o ſpoil you of a kingdom? 
Criſtina. No, my friend, 
lad I to death or bondage fold my fire, 
Dr had Guffavus on our native realms 
r, Lade boſtile inroad ; then, my Mariana ! 
lad I then fav'd him from the ſtroke of juſtice, 
ſhou'd not ceaſe my ſuit to heav'n for pardon, 
ut if, tho' in a foe, to reverence virtue, 
E NNVichſtand oppreſſion, reſcue injur'd innccence, 
Step 
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Step boldly in betwixt my ſire and guilt, o with 
And lave my king, my father from diſhonour ; (di 
If this be fin, 1 have ſhook hands with penitence. Laer. 
Firſt, periſh crowns, dominion, all the ſhine o him 
And tranſience of this world, ere guilt ſhall ſerve His frien 
To buy the vain incumbrance, | | Cri/i 

Mar. Do not think 9 


meant, my Princeſs, to arraign your virtues, 
Howe'er I ſeem'd to queſtion on the conſequence. 

Criſtina. The conſequence of virtue muſt be good: 
It muſt, Tho? it ſhou'd prove my father's lot, 
In being reſcu'd from one act of guilt, Enter 
To loſe the whole of all his wide dominions, 
He were a gainer Blaited be that royalty, Criſt, 


Which murder muſt make ſure, and crimes inglorious! A 
The bulk of kingdoms, nay, the world is light, buard we! 
When guilt weighs oppolite— O wou'd to heav'n, and to y 
The loſs of empire wou'd reſtore his innocence, 
Reſtore the fortunes and the precious lives 
Of thouſands fall'n the victims of ambition! 
E 
SCENE VI. 
| Troll. 
Enter Laertes. | Criſt, A 
| ortune I v 
Ha! Laertes ! moſt welcome ! well — and have you? ſay * wear he 
Laertes. | pointed 
Laer. O royal maid ! | 
Criſtina, Thy looks are doubtful Speak, —- 
Why art thou filent ? — Does he live? 
Laer. He does, | 
But death ere night muſt fill a long account; 
The camp, the country's in confuſion : War | 
And changes ride upon the hour that haſtes Ws The 
To intercept my tongue I elle cou'd tell | th gallant 
Of virtues hitherto beyond my ken; it ſhall reti 
Courage, to which the hon ſtoops his creſt, band of de 
Yet grafted upon qualities as ſoft Ice numb! 
As a rock'd infant's meekneſs ; ſuch as tempts ey clos'd; 


Againſt my faith, my country, 2nd all:giance, u'd bear th 
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0 wiſh thee ſpeed, Guftavus. 
C:ijtina. Then you found him! 
Laer. I did: and warn'd him, but in vain for death 
To him appear'd more grateful than to ſind 
Eis friend's diſhonour. 

Criſiina, Give me the manner 


quick — ſoft, 
good Laertes / | 


SCENE VII. 
Enter Criſtiern, Trollio, Peterſon, Dares, &c, 
Criſt, Damn'd ! double traitor | © curs'd, falſe 
us! Arvida | | 
zuard well the Swwed//Þ pris'ners, bind them hard — 
tand to your arms — Bring forth the captives there 
SCENE VIII 


Enter Aguſta and Guſtaya guarded. 


Troil, My Liege 
Criſt, Away! I'll hear no more of politics ; 
ortune ! we will not truſt the changeling more ; 
o ſayſht wear her girt upon our armed loins, 
: r pointed in our grafp. 


SCENE IX, 
Enter an Officer. 


OF. The foe's at hand. 

ith gallant ſhew your thouſand Danes rode forth, 

it ſhall return no more ! { mark'd the action, 
band of deſp'rate reſolutes ruſi'd on 'em, 

arce numb'ring to a tenth, and in mid way 

hey clos'd; the ſhock was dreadfal, nor your Danes 
bu d bear the maddling charge; a while they ſtood, . 
| Ihen 
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Then ſhrunk, and broke, and turn'd — When, lo, behind, 
Faſt wheeling from the right and left there pour'd, 
Who intercepted their return, and caught 
Within the toil they peri{h'd, 
Grift, Tis Guſtavus |! 
No mortal elſe, not Ahumou's boaſted ſon, 
Not Cz/ar wou'd have dar'd it. Tell me, ſay, 
What numbers in the whole may they amount to ? 
Gf. About five thouſand, 
Criſt, And no more ? 
Cf. No more, 
That yet appear. 
Criſt. We count fix times their ſum, —— 
Halte, ſoldier, take a trumpet, tell Gu/favus 
We have of terms to offer, and wou'd treat 
Touching his mother's ranſom ; ſay, her death, 
Suſpended by our grace, but waits his anſwer. 


[Exit Officer. 
Madam, it ſhou'd well ſuit with your authority, 
: [To Aguſta. 
To check this frenzy in your ſon Look to it, 


Or by the ſaints this hour's your laſt of life! 
Agu. Come, my Gu/tava, come, my little captive, 
We ſhall be free ; our tyrant 1s grown kind ; 
And for theſe chains that bind thy pretty arms, 
The golden cherubim ſhall lend thee wings, 
And thou ſhalt mount amid the ſmiling choir 
Of little heav'nly ſongſters, like thyſelf, 
All robed in innocence, 
Guſtava. Will you go, mother? 
Agu. So help me, mercy ! Yes, I I'll go, my child; 
And I will give thee to thy father's fondneſs, 
And to the arms of all thy royal race 
In heav'n ; who {it on thrones, with one, - and | Joys, 
And pleaſures ſmiling round. 
Crit. Is this my anſwer ?. 
Come forth, ye miniſters of death, come "RY 
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„ S GEN E X. nh: 
Enter Ruffians, who ſeize Aguita and Guſtava. | 


Pluck them afunder ! We ſhall prove you, Lady! | 
'Tis my damn'd lot, thus ever to be crofs'd | 
With rank blown pride, and inſolence eternal, 1 
Cuſtava. O mother, take me, take me from theſe f 
men, 4 
They fright me with their looks. f 
Aguſta. Alas, my child, 1 cannot take thee from | 
them, | 
Cu/fava, O, they will hurt me: can't you take me, 1 
mother? | 11.18 
Aguſta. T hey can't, they cannot hurt you, my 1 
Guſtava. i 
Fear not, my little one, your name ſhou'd be 
er. A charm o'er cowardice, for you are call'd 
After your valiant brother; he'l: diſown you, 
fla. ] He will not love you, if you fear, Gu/tava, 
Criſtina. Ah ! I can hold no Dnger. Royal Sir, 
Thus on my knees, and lower, lower {till -—— | 
| Criſt, My child ! what mean you ? | N 
Criſtina. O my gracious farther ! þ! 
Kill, kill me rather —— let let me periſh firſt ; W 
But do not ſtain the ſanctity of kings j 
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With the ſweet blood of helpleſs innocence; 

Do not, my father! ſpare the little orphans, 

And let the lambs go free! _ j | 

Apnſia. Ha! who art thou? 't 

5 That look'ſt ſo like the habitants of heav'n, ll | 
; 


Like mercy ſent upon the morning's bluſh, 
To glad the heart, and cheer a gloomy world 
'» With light till now unknown ? 
Criſt. Away, they come. 
I'll hear no more of your ill-tim'd petitions, 
Criſtina. O yet for pity | 
N E Crip, I will none on't, leave me. 
Pity ! it is the infant fool of nature: 
Tear off her hold, and bear her to her tent, 
Ex; Criſtina, Mar, Laer, and 2 
C E NE 
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SCENE: XI. 
Enter an OFeer, 


OF. My Liege, Guſtavus, tho' with much reluQance, 
Qonfents to one hour's truce. His ſoldiers reſt 
Upon their arms, and follow'd by a few, 
He comes to know your terms, 

Gri/?. I fee, fall back — 
Stand firm — Be ready, ſlaves, and on the word 
Plunge deep your daggers in their boſoms, 

[ Points io \Hgujl 


SU LNE AM 
Enter Guilt, Arv. Ander. Arn, Siv. Oe. 


Hold! | 

Guſt, Ha ! *tis, it is my mother! 

Crij?, Tell me, Guſtavus, tell me why is this? 
That, as a ſtream diverted from the banks 
Of ſmooth obedience, thou haſt drawn thoſe men 
Upon a dry unchannell'd enterp:iſe, _ 
To turn their inundation ? — Are the lives 
Of my miſguided people held ſo light, 
That thus thou'dſt puſh them on the keen rebuke 
Of guarded majeſty ; where juſtice waits, 
| All lawful, and reſiſtleſs, to aſſert 
F Th' impervious rights, the ſanctitude of kings, 
'F And blaſt rebellion ? 
"F Gu}. Juſtice ! ſanctitude ! 
And rights ! O patience ! rights! What rights, thi 
it tyrant ? 
118 Yes, if perdition be the he of power ; ; 
I If wrongs give right; O then, ſupreme i in miſchief ! 
Thou wert the lord, the monarch of the world! 


Too nariow for thy claim. But if thou think'(t - 
Tha crowns are viely propertied, like coin, 


To be the means, the ſp pecialty of luſt, 
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ind ſenſual attribution If thou think'ſt, 
That empire is of titled birth, or blood; 
[hat nature in the proud behalf of one 
b diſenfranchiſe all her lordly race, 
\nd bow her general iſſue to the yoke 
df private Commation—then, thou proud one, i 
ere know me for thy king Howe'er be told, 11 
ot claim hereditary, not the truſt | [f 
f fri.nk election; | F 
ot ev'n the high anointing hand of heaven 1 
an authoriſe oppreſſion; give a law 
= lawleſs pow'r ; wed faith to violation; 


Ce, 


ay, > —— _ 
— —_— 


S/n reaſon build miſrule, or juſtly bind it 
legiance to injuſtice Tyranny 1 
bſolves all faith; and who invades our rights, 1 1 
lowe'er his own commence, can never be 1 


ut an uſurper ——- Bat for thee, for thee. 
here is no name ] thou haſt abjur'd mankind ; $1 1] 
aſh'd ſafety from thy bleak unſocial fide, 1 
nd wag'd wild war with univerſal nature tt 
Criſt, Licentious traitor ! thou canſt talk it largely; 1 
ho made thee umpire of the rights of kings, 
nd pow'r, prime attribute? As on thy tongue 
je poiſe of battle lay, and arms, of force, 
o throw defiance in the front of duty. 
dok round, unruly boy, thy battle comes 
ke raw, disjointed muſt'ring ; feeble wrath { 

war of waters borne againſt the rock 

our firm continent; to fume, and chafe, 
d ſhiver in the toil, 

Guſt, Miſtaken man! 

ome impower'd, and ſtrengthen'd in thy weakneſs, 
r tho” the ſtructure of a tyrant's throne 

e on the necks of half the ſuff ring world; 
r trembles in the cement: prayers and tears, 

Ill ; fecret curſes ſap its mould'ring baſe; 
4 d {teal the pillars of allegiance from it; 

n, let a ſingle arm but dare the ſway, 

dlong it turns, and drives upon deſtruction. 
Troll. Profane, and alien to the love of heay'n ! 
thou ſtill harden'd to the wratk divine 


3 | That 


A | 


— a rr I er ren tn 


That hangs o'er thy rebellion ? — Know'!t thou not 
Thou art at enmity with grace? caſt out, | 
Made an anathema, a curſe inroll'd 
Among the faithful, thou and thy adherents 
Shorn from our holy church, and ofter'd up 
As ſacred to damnation ? | 

Cuſt, Yes, I know, 
When ſuch as thou with ſacrilegious hand 
Seize on the apoſtolic key of heav'n, 
It then becomes a tool for crafty knaves 
To ſhut out virtue, and unfold thoſe gates, 
That heav'n itſelf had barr'd againſt the luſts 
OF ayarice and ambition Soft, and {weet, 
As looks of charity, or voice of lambs 
That bleat upon the morning, are the words 
Of Chriſtian meekneſs ! Miſhon all divine! 
The law of love ſole mandate —— but your gall, 
Ye Swedi/h prelacy ! your gall hath turn'd 
The words of ſweet, but indigeſted peace, | 
To wrath and bitterneſs Ye hallowed men ! 
In whom vice ſanctiſies, whoſe precepts teach 
Zeal without truth, religion without virtue, 
\Who ne'er preach heay'n but with a downward eye 
That turns your ſouls to droſs ; who ſhouting looſe 
The dogs of hell upon us. Thefts, and rapes, 
Sack'd towns, and midnight-howlings thro? the realm 
Receive your ſanction O *tis glorious miſchief ! 
When vice turns holy, puts religion on, 
Aſſumes the robe pontifical, the eye 
Of faintly elevation, bleſſeth ſin, 
And makes the ſeal of {weet offended heav'n 
A ſign of blood, a label for decrees, 
That hell wou'd ſhrink to own. 

Criſt. No more of this. 
Guſtavus, wouldſt thou yet return to grace, 
And hold thy motions in the ſphere of duty, 
Acceptance might be found. 

Cuſt. Imperial ſpoiler ! | 
Give me my father, give me back my kindred, 
Give me the fathers of ten thouſand orphans, 
Giye me the ſons in whom thy ruthleſs ſword 
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Has left our widows childleſs: Mine they were, 
Both mine, and ev'ry Saugde's, whoſe patriot- breaſt 
plecds in his country's woundings ! O thou canſt not. 
Thou haſt outfinn'd all reck' ning! Give me then 
My all that's left, my gentle mother there, 
And ſpare yon little trembler! 
Ci. Yes, on terms 
Of compact, and ſubmiſſion. 
Gu/}, Ha! with thee ? | 
: ompact with thee ! and mean'ſt thou for my country ? 
For Saveden No — fo held my heart but ſirm, 
Altho' it wring for't; tho' blood drop for tears, 
And at the ſight my ſtraining eyes (tart forth 
They both ſhall periſh firſt. 
Criſt, Slaves, do your ofitce, 
Cuſt, Hold yet, — thou canit not be ſo dama'l ? 
my mother 1 
I dare not aſk thy bleſſing Where's Arvida? 
Where art thou? Come, my friend, thou'ſt known 
temptation — RS 
\nd therefore beſt canſt pity, or ſupport me. 
Arp. Alas! I ſhall but ſerve to weigh thee downward, 
e o pull thee from the dazzling, ſightleſs height, 
fe t which thy virtue ſoars, For, 0 Cuſtavus, 
iy foul is dark, diſconſolate, and dark ; 
alm Wick to the world, and hateful to myſelf, 
* Þ have no country now; I've nought but thee, 
ad ſhou'd yield up the int'reſt of mankind, 
Vhere thine's in queſtion, 
Aguſta. See, my ſon relents ; 
chold, O King! yet ſpare us but a moment; 
lis little ſiſter ſhall embrace his knees, 
ind theſe fond arms, around his duteous neck 
hall join to bend him to us. 
Criſt. Cou'd I traſt ye 
Arv. I'll be your hoſtage. 
Criſt, Granted. oft 
Gu/?, Hold, my friend. 
Here Arvida breaks from Guſtavus, oy paſſes to 
Criſtiern's party, while Aguſta and Gultava go 
aver 4 Guſtavus. 


| F 2 Aguſta 
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Aguſta. Is it then giv'n, yet giv'n me, ere I die, 
To ſee thy face, Cuſtavus? thus to gaze, 

To touch, to fold thee thus! — My ſon, my ſon! 
And have 1 liv'd to this ? It is enough. 

All arm'd, and in my country's precious cauſe 
Terribly beauteous, to behold thee thus ! 

Why, twas my only, hourly ſuit to heav'n, 

And now tis granted. O my glorious child, 
Bleſs'd were the throes I felt for thee, Guſtavus ! 
For from the breaſt, from out your {wathing-bands 
You ſtepp'd the child of honour, 

Cut. O my mother! 

Aguſta. Why ſtands that water trembling in thy eye! 
Why heaves thy bolom ? Turn not thus away, | 
Tis the laſt time that we muſt meet, my child, 
And I will have thee whole. Why, why, Guffapus, 
Why is this form of heavineſs ? For me | 
I truſt it is not meant; you cannot think 
So poorly of me: I grow old, my ſon, 
And to the utmoſt period of mortality, 
I nzer ſhou'd find a death's hour like to this, 
Whereby to do thee honour. 

Guſt, Roman patriots |! 
Ve Deocii ſelf-devoted to your country! 
You gave no mothers up! Will annals yield 
No precedeat for this, no elder boalt 
hereby to match my trial? 

Aouſta. No, Guftavus ; 
For heav'n {till ſquares our trial to our ſtrength, 
And thine is of the foremoit — Noble youth + 
Ev'n I, thy parent, with a conſcious pride, 
Have often bow'd to thy ſuperior virtues, - 
O, there is but one bitterneſs in death, 
One only ſting 

Gaft. Speak, ſpeak oy 

Azufta, *Tis felt for thee, 
Too well 1 know thy gentleneſs of ſoul, 
Meling as babes; ev'n now the preſſure's on thee, 
And bends thy lovelineſs to earth— O, child ! 
The dear but ſad ſoretaſte of thy affliction 
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Already kills thy mother — But behold, 

Rehold thy valiant followers, who to thee, 

And to the faith of thy protecting arm 

Have giv'n ten thouſand mothers, daughters too; 


Who in thy virtue yet may learn to bear 


eye! 


lready 


Millions of free - born ſons to bleſs thy name, 
And pray for their deliverer — O farewell! 
This, and but this, the very laſt, adieu! 
Heav'n fit victorious on thy arm, my ſon! 


And give thee to thy merits ! 


Criſt. Ah, thou trait'tels ! 
Cuſtava. O brother, an't you ſtronger than that man ? 

Don't let him take my mother. 

Aguſta, See, G uflavas, 

Aly little captive waits for one embrace. 

Guſt. Come to my arms, thou lamb-like facrifice 3 50 

that they were of force to fold thee ever, 

o let thee to my heart ! there lock thee cloſe, 

ind circle thee with life! But *twill not be! 

Chin. Lil ſtay with you, * brother. 
Guft, Killing innocence ! 
fade L was born to ſee this hour! 

The pains of hell are on me! — Take her, mother! 
r [ will not part with you, indeed, I will not f 
Gu/t, Take her — Diſtraction! Haſte, my dearcth 

mother: 
h — elſe I ſhall run mad — quite mad, and fave ye. 
Av, Hold, Madam: — Hear me, thou molt dear 
Guftavus! 
Thus low 1 bend my pray'r, reject me not: 
once, if ever thou didit love Arvida, 
leave me here to anſwer to the wrath 
i this fell tyrant, Save thy honour'd mother, 
nd that ſweet lamb from ſlaughter ! 
Geuft, Cruel friendſhip! _ + 
Crit, And by my life Pd take thee at thy word, 
hou doubly damn'd ! but that I know *rwou'd leaſh 
thee.. 
Agusta. No, gen'rous prince, thy blood ſhi! never b 
e price of our diſhonour, Gome, my child; | 
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Weep not, ſweet babe, there ſhall no harm come ali, a 


nigh thee. Haſt « 
Criſt. 'Tis well, proud dame; you are return'd, I ſee— Ari 
Fach to.his charge — Here break we off, 1 Had f. 
For to the very teeth of thy rebellion. Cu, 
We daſh defiance back. J ſee, 
Cuſt. Alas, my mother! Before 
G rief choaks up utt'rance, elſe I have to ſay Had 1 
What never tongue unfolded — Yet return, When 
Come back, and I will give up all to ſave thee ; One m 
For on the cov'ring of thy ſacred head Tho? « 
My heart drops blood. Thou fountain of my life ! For, C 
Dearer than mercy is to kneeling penitence, High h 
My.early bleſſing, firſt and lateſt joy ; Direct 
Return, return, and fave thy loſt Guſtavus / Where 
Criſt. No more, thou trifler }: Here h 
Aguſia. O farewell for ever | Here h. 
[ Excunts Criſtiern and bis party. Guſtavus anf in heav 
his party remain. Nor au: 
Guſt. Then be is. gone Arvida ! Anderſon ! 
For: ever gone Arnoldus, friends, where are ye? 
Help here, heave, heave this mountain from me — O — 
Heat keep my. ſenſes. ! — So — we will to battle; 
But Jet no banners wave Be ſtill thou trump !. 
And ev'ry martial ſound that gives the war: 
To pomp or levity; for vengeance now 
Is clad with heavy arms, ſedately ſtern, | 
Reſolv!d,. but filent as the ſlaughter'd heaps. Criſtina 
.O'er which my ſoul is brooding, 
Aru. O Guſtavus l It was n 
Is there a. Sabede of us, whoſe ſword and foul: Mar. 
Grapples not to thee, as to all they hold ind my 
Of earthly.eſtimation ? ſaid I more, | Cri/ti 
tt were but half my thought. The war 
And. On thee we gaze, ong bot 
As one unknown till this i important hour; Dne ſour 
Pre-e:ninent of men ! | Df fearfu 
S;v. Accurs'd be he, | To diſtat 


Who, in thy leading, will not fight, and ſtriye, gain bo 
And bleed, and gaſp with pleaſure! l ſunk 
And. We are thine j Mar, 
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ome Ali, all, both we and ours; whom thou this day 
Haſt dearly purchas'd. 

de Aru. Tho', to yield us up, 

1 Had ſcarce been leſs han virtue. 

Guſt, O my friends! 

1 ſee, 'tis not for man to boaſt his ſtrength 
Before the trial comes This very hour, 
Had I a thouſand parents, all ſeem'd light 
When weigh'd againſt my country; and but now, 
One mother ſeem'd of weight to poize the world ;, 
Tho? conſcious truth and reaſon were againſt her... 
For, O, howe'er the partial paſhons- ſway, 
High heav'n aſſigns but one unbiaſs'd way; 
Direct thro” ev'ry oppoſition leads, 
Where ſhelves decline, and many: a ſleep. impedes; 
Here hold we on— tho? thwarting ſiends alarm, 
Here hold we on — tho” devious Syrens charm; 

s ani In heav'n's diſpoſing pow'r events unite, 
Nor aught can happen wrong to him who acts aright. 


r A 


SCENE, te Royal Tent: 
E xter Criſtina and Mariana, 


Criſtina. H** t Mariana, hiſt ! — No — All is. 
ſilent 

It was not fancy ſure —did(t thou hear aught ? 
Mar, Too plain, the voice of terror ſeiz'd my ear, 
\nd my heart ſinks within me. 
Criſtina, O, I fear 

The war is now at work. — As winds, methought, 

ong borne thro? hollow vaults, the ſound approach d 

Dne ſound, yet laden with a thouſand notes 

f fearful variation; then it ſwell'd 

Lo diſtant ſhouts, now coming on the gale; 

Again borne backward with a parting groan, 

l ſunk to horrid ſtillneſs. 


Mar, Look, my Princeſs, 
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A ſudden cloud of ſorrow ſtains the day, 
And throws its gloom around. 


follow weeping. 


Their ſpeech is in their tears — Avert, ye faints ! 

Avert that thought | Soft | hold ye ! Pre a tear 

For ev'ry mourner — Ah ! 
Mar. What mean you, Madam ? 


How art thou ſplit, thou blood of royalty! 
Cloſe at the paleneſs of its parent breaft 
The babe lies ſlaughter'd, 
No, hold ye ! Say not that my father did it; 
For duty then turns rebel — Cruel father! 
O, that ſome villager, whoſe early toil 

Lifts the penurious morſel to his mouth, 

Had claim'd my birth ! Ambition had not then 
1 Thus ſtept 'twixt me and heav'n. 

1 Mar. Go, bear it hence — 

i'} Furn, turn, my royal miſtreſs ! 


Criſtina. Ah, Aguſta ! 


' Exalt thyſelf, O guilt! For here the good 
1 Have none who may lament them. Sit we down; 
For I grow weary of the world; let death 

* Within his vaulty durance, dark and ſtill, 

5 Receive me too; and where th' afflicted reſt, 

| There fold me in for ever. 


SCENE III. 
I | Enter Laertes. 
1 Laer. Ariſe, Criſtina; fly! thou royal virgin! 


1 $ 
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Ah, no ! with-hold thy eyes ! the place grows dark, 


þ Enter four ſlaves as bearing the bodies of Aguſta and 


Guſtava on a bier covered four women in chains 
Criſtina, Whence are ye, ſay, you daughters of aflliction! 


[ Looks under the covering, 


Criſtina. Reflection come not there ! See it not, eyes 


Tell me, who did this? 


Among thy foes thou'rt fall'n, thou'rt fall'n in virtue 
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This morn beheld thee miſtreſs of the North, 
| Bright heir of Scandinavia ; and this hour 
Has left thee not, throughout thy wide dominions, 
Whereon to reſt thy foot. 
Cri/iina, Now, praiſe to heay'n | 
Say but my father lives! 
Laer. At your command 
nd II went; and, from a neighb'ring ſummit, view'd 
ins Where either hoſt ſtood adverſe, ſternly wedg'd ; 
| Reflecting on each other's gloomy ſront, 
Fell hate and fix'd defiance — When at once 
The foe mov'd on, attendant to the ſteps 
Df their Gu/tavus — He with mournful pace 
ame flow and ſilent; till two hapleſs Dares 
Prick'd forth, and on his helm diſcharg'd their fury : 
hen rous'd the lion ! To my wond'ring fight 
is ſtature grew twofald, before his eye 
All force ſeem'd wither d, and his horrid plume 
hook wild diſmay around; as heav'n's dread bolt, 
e ſhot, he pierc'd our legions; in his ſtrength 
lis ſhouting {quadron gloried, ruſhing on 
'here-e'er he led their battle — Full five times, 
lemm'd by our mightier hoſt, the foe ſeem'd loſt, 
Ind ſwallow'd from my fight ; five times again 
ke flame they iflued to the light — And thrice 
hete eyes beheld him, they beheld Guſtavus 
Inhors'd, and by a hoſt girt ſingly in; 
nd thrice be broke thro' all. 
Criſtina. My blood runs chill. 
> | Laer. With ſuch a ſtrenuous, ſuch a labo ur'd conflict, 
Pere never field was fought ! until Ga/favus 
loud cry'd, Victory ! and on his ſp car 
gh rear'd th' imperial diadem of Denmark. 
en ſlack *d the battle; then recoil'd our hoſt ; 
s echo'd, Victory! and now would know 
bounds ; rout follow'd, and the face cf ht 
She heeds me not. 
Criſtina, O, ill-ſtarr'd royalty 
father ! cruel, dear, unhappy fathe! 
mon'd fo. haben 1 ! fearful, fearful thought! 
in, ſweet mercy ! For thy time was — Ha 
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SCENE IV. 


Euter Criſtiern flying without his helme“, in diſar de 
his ſabord broke, and his garments bloody e be 


away his ſword, and ſpears, 


Cri/t, Give us new arms of proof--- freſh horics ----= 
quick | 
A watch without there— Set a ſtandard up 
To guide our ſcatter'd powers! Haſte, my friends, hait» | 
We muſt be gone — O for ſome cooling ſtream 
To ſlake a monarch's thirſt! 
Laer. A poſt, my Liege, 
A ſecond poſt from Deimark ſays —— 
Cet. Allis loft. 
Is it not ſo? begone { Perdition choak thee -—— 
Give me a moment's ſolitade — Thought, en, 
Where wou'dft thou lead 
Criſtina. He ſees me not — Alas, alas, my father ! 
O, what a war there hves within his eye ! 
Where greatneſs ſtruggles to jurvive itſelf. 
I tremble to approach him ; yet I fain 
 Wou'd bring peace to him — Dont you know me, Sir? 
My father, look upon me, look, my father ! 
Why ſtrains your lip, and why that doubtful eye 
Thro' fury melting o'er me? Turn, ah, turn! ; 
I cannot bear its ſoftneſs — How ? nay, then, 
There 1s a falling dagger in that tear, 
To kill thy child, to murder thy Criſtina. 
Gri/t. Then thou'rt Criſtina ? 
Criflina, Ves. 
Criſt. My child! 
Criſtina. I am. 
Criſt. Curſe me! then, curſe me Join with hear“ 
and earth, 
And hell to curſe! 
Criſtina. Alas! on me, my father, 
Thy curſes be on me, but on thy head 
Fall bleſſings from that heav'n which has this day 
Preſery'd thy life in battle 
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Crit. What have I 
To do with heav'n ? damnation ! What am I ? 
All frail and tranſient as my laps'd dominions ! 
„ten now the ſolid earth prepares to flide 
From underneath me. Nature's pow'r cries out, 
leave him, thou univerſe ! —No — Hold me heav'n ! 
Hold me, thou heav'n ! whom I've forſaken — hold 
Thy creature, tho' accurs'd ! 
Criſtina. Patience and peace 
Poſſels thy mind! Not all thy pride of empire 
er gave ſuch bleſs'd ſenſation, as one hour 
Of penitence, tho' painful Let us hence — 
Far from the blood and buſtle of ambition, 
| Bc it my taſk to watch thy riſing wiſh, | 
To ſmooth thy brow, find comfort for thy cares, 
And for thy will, obedience ; ſtill to cheer 
| The day with ſmiles, and Jay the nightly _ 
Beneath thy ſlumbers, 
Criſt. O thou all that's left me! 
ct Fe'n in the riot, in the rage of fight, 
Thy guardian virtues watch'd around my head, 
When elſe no arm could aid — for thro' my ranks, 
My circling troops, the fell Gu/tavus ruſh'd ; 
Vengeance! he cry'd, and with one eager hand 
Grip'd faſt my diadem —bis other arm, 
High rear'd the deathful ſteel —ſuſpended yet; 
For in his eye, and thro' his varying face, 
Conflicting paſhons fought— he look'd — he ſtood 
In wrath reluctant — Then, with gentler voice; 
Criſtina, thou haſt conquer'd ! Go, he cry'd, 
| yield thee to her virtues, 


Ir 2 


SCENE V. 
heav| 


Enter Trollio and guards, ſwords drawn, 


Trl]. Haſte, O King! 
The foe has hemm'd us round; O haſte to fave 
'bvſelf and us! | 
Criſt, 
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Criſt. Thy iword. [Takes 7 favera 176772 C7 of 
| tre guard, 
Troll. What means my 
(cri; 7, Villain! 


Voll thaw glit, by hell! Ha! Yes, — thou art our numiiter, 
Ti 22 rev rend monitor of vice the ſoil, 

Bancful and rank with er ry principle, 
Whence grow the crimes of kings. 


Firſt periſh thou! 
[ Stabs him, 

Who taught the throne of pow'r to fix on fear, 

And raiſe its ſafety from the pubhc ruin ; 

Fall thou into the gulf thyſelf haſt fix'd 

Between the prince and people; cutting off 

Communion from the ear of royalty, 

And mercy from complaint — Away, away, 

Thy death, old man, be on thy monarch's head ; 

On. thine, the blood of all thy countrymen, 

Who fell beneath thy counſels, 


Trollio attempts to riſe, and then ſpeaks. 


Troll. Thou bloody tyrant ! late, too late I find, 
Nor faith, nor gratitude, nor friendly truſt, 
No force of obligations can ſubſiſt 
Between the guilty — O, let none aſpire 
To be a king's convenience ! Has he virtues, 
Thoſe are his own; his vices are his miniſter's. 
Who dares to ſtep 'twixt envy and the throne, 
Alike to feel the caprice of his prince, 
As public deteſtation, — Ha ! I'm going, 
But whither ? No one near! to feel! to catch! 
The world but for an inſtant ! for one ray 
To guide my ſoul ! her way grows wondrous dark, 
Abd down, down, down |! 


SCENE VI. 


Euter Guſtavus, Anderſon, Arnoldus, Sivard, Oc. in 


triumph. Guſtavus advances, and the reſt range them. 
ſelves on each fide of the flage. 


Cut. That we have conquer'd, firſt we bend to 
And 


heay'n ! 


[Exenrt, 
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And. And next to thee ! 
ul. To thee, to thee, GCu/torous ! 
Cat. No, matchleſs men! my brothers of the war! 
Be it my greatelt glory to have mix'd 
My arms with yours, and to have fought for once 
Like to a Dalecarlian; like to you, 
The ſires of honour, of a new-born fame, 
To be tranſmitted, from your great memorial, 


th To climes unknown, to age ſucceeding ace, 
il time ſhall verge upon eternity, 
And patriots be no more 
Arn. Behold, my Lord, 
The Daniſh pris'ners, and the traitor Petesſn, 
Attend their fate, 
Guſt, Send home the Danes with honour, 
And let them better learn, from our example, 
To treat whom next they conquer, with bumanity, 
1 And. But then for Peterſon ! 
44 


Cu/t, His crimes are great: 

Aſingle death were a reward for treaſon: 

et him ſtill Ianguiſh — Let bim be exil'd, 

o more to ſee the land of liberty, 

The hills of Sweden, nor the native fields 
Df known, endear'd idea. 

Aud. Royal Sir, 

This is to pardon, to encourage villains ; 
nd hourly to expoſe that ſacred life, 
Vhere all our ſafety centers, | 

| Guſt, Fear them not. , 
he fence of virtue is a chief's beſt caution ; 
ind the firm ſurety of my people's hearts 
all the guard that e'er ſhall wait Cu/tavar. 
am a ſoldier from my youth; yet, Anderſon, 

'heie wars, where man muſt wound himſelf in man, 
lave ſomewhat ſhocking in them: truſt me, friend, 
xcept in ſuch a cauſe as this day's quarrel, 

5c, infſ@v'0u'd not ſhed a ſingle wretch's blood 

them · Pr the world's empire 

Arn, O exalted Sweden “ 
:13'd people! Heav'n ! wherein have we deſerv'd 
nd ta aan like this to rule us? 


] 
Dies. 
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And c 
SCENE VII. | ods 
ru! 
Enter Arvida leading in Criſtina, He runs to G uſtayns, 20 Foe 
| | | 
Guſt. My Arvida ! For 15 
Arv. My King! O hail! Thus let me pay ny Of ev'! 
homage. | [Kneeli But, O 
Cut. Riſe, riſe, nor ſhame our friendſhip, | It ger 
Arv. See, Guſtavus ! Behold, nor longer wonder at Ev'n or 
my frailty. That ci 
Guſt. Be faithful eyes! Ha! Yes, it muſt be fo, Cuſt 
is ſhe — For heav'n would chuſe no other form 
Wherein to treaſure ev'ry mental virtue. by Aro, 
Criſtina. Renown'd Guſtavus ! mightieſt among men Gy 
If ſuch a wretch, the captive of thy arms, Rath, | 
Trembling and aw'd in thy ſuperior preſence, | 
May find the grace that ev'ry other finds, Aro, 
For thou art ſaid to be of wondrous goodneſs | 1758 fat 
Then hear, and O excuſe a foe's preſumption ! * re 
While low, thus low you ſee a ſuppliant child, 5 de r 
Now pleading for a father, for a dear, he n, t! 
Much lov'd; if cruel, yet unhappy father. 1 tot 
O, let him 'ſcape, who ne'er can wrong thee more, ny. 


If he with circling nations could not ſtand 
Againſt thee ſmgle ; ſingly, what can he, ps 


When thou art fenc'd with nations ? bk 
Gut. Ha! that poſture ! TE 
. * $9 $4 2 O, ſtrip li 

O riſe — ſurpris'd, my eye perceiv'd it not. 1 
Criſtina!] thou all form' d for excellence! 1 
i. £ That ma 
I've much to ſay, but that my tongue, my thoughts It E 


Are troubled; warr'd on by unuſual paſhons. aſe 10 
Twas hence thou hadſt it in thy power to aſk, 3 


Ere I could offer — come, my friend, aſſiſt, 1 
Inſtruct me to be grateful. O Criſtina ! bat's ] 7 
I fought for freedom, not for crowns, thou fair one, 80 1 
They ſhall fit brighter on that beauteous head, n 158 pt. 


Whoſe eye might awe the monarchs of the earth, ho* mi 
And light the world to virtue — My Arvida ! wer 
Arv. O great and good, and glorious to the laſt ! 
I read thy ſoul, I ſee the gen'rous conflict, 


zut thou a: 
ind one lis 
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And come to fix, not trouble thy repoſe. 
Cou'd you but know with what an eager haſte 
1 ſprung to execute thy late commands; 
To ſhield this lovely object of thy cares, 
And give her thus, all beauteous to thy eyes ! 
For I've no bliſs but thine, have loſt the form 
Of ev'ry wiſh that's foreign to thy happineſs, 
But, O, my King! my conq'ror ! my Gufavus / 
it grieves me much that thou mult ſhortly mourn, 
Ev'n on the day in which thy country's freed, | 
That crowns thy arms with conq ueſt and Criſtina. 
Guſt, Alas! your cheek is pale — You bleed, my 
brother! | — 
Arv. I do indeed — to death. 
Guſt. You have undone me: 
Raſh, headſtrong man! O was tuie will, fry; 
FTurns from Fin. 
Aro, Pardon, Guſtavus ! mine's the common lot, 
The fate of thouſands fall'n this day in battle. 
had reſolv'd on life, to {ce you bleſs'd ; 
To ſee my King and his Cæiſtina happy. 
Turn, thou belov'd, thou honour'd next to heay'n ! 
And to thy arms receive a penitent, 
Who never more ſhall wrong thee. 
PE G. O Arvida ! 
Friend! friend! Turns and embraces bir. 
Arv. Thy heart beats comfort to me! in this breaſt, 
Let thy Arvida, let thy friend ſurvive. 
O, ſtrip his once lov'd image of its frailties, 
And ſtrip it too of ev'ry fonder thought, 
That may give thee affliction do, Guſtavus ; 
It is my [af reqneſt ; for heav'n and thou | 
Art all the care and buſineſs — of Arrida. [ Dies, 
Guft. Friend ! brother ! ſpeak — He's gone — and 
here 1s all | | | I ON 
bat's left of him who was my life's beſt treaſure, 
ow art thou fall'n, thou greatly valiant man! 
n ruin graceful, like the warrior-ſpear 
th, Wrho' ſhiver'd in the duſt — ſo fall Guſtavus 
q 1 But thou art ſped, haſt reach'd the goal before me; 
an nd one light lapſe throughout thy courſe in virtue 
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Shews only thou wert man, ordain'd to ſtrive, 
But not attain perfection. 
Doſt thou too weep, tranſcendant, lovelieſt maid! 
Pardon a heart o'ercharg'd with ſwelling grief, 
That in thy preſence will not be exil'd, 
Tho' ev'ry joy dwells round thee. 
Crit. O Guflavas ! 
A boſom pure like thine muſt ſoon regain 
The heart-felt happineſs that dwells with virtue; 
And heav'n en all exterior circumſtance 
Shall pour the balm of peace, ſhall pay thee back 
"Che blifs of nations, breathing on thy head 
The {weets that live within the pray'rs of foes 
Subdu'd unto thy merits: — fare, farewell! 
Cat. Thou ſhalt not part, Criſtina. 
Erz tina. O I muſt — | 
Gt . No, thou art all that's left to ſweeten life, 
And recturile” the wearied to the world. 
Criſtina, It will not be I dare not hear 
2 . Lou mult. 
I am Ly ſuppliant in my'turn — But O 
My ſuit is more, much more than life or empire, 
Than man can merit, or worlds give without thee. 
Cri/iina, Now aid me, aid me all ye chaſter pow'r 
That guard a woman's weakneſs | — 'tis reſolv'd 
Thy own example charms thy ſuit to ſilence, 
Nor think alone to bear the palm of virtue, 
Thou, who haſt taught the world, when duty calls, 
To throw the bar of ev'ry with behind them. 
Exalted in that thought, like thee I riſe, 
While ev'ry leſs'ning ; paſſion ſinks beneath me, 
Adieu, adieu, moſt er d, firſt of men, 
I go, I part, I fly, but to deſerve thee. 
Guſt, Yet ſtay — a moment — till my utt'ring heart 
Pour forth in love, in wonder pour before thee, 
Thou eruel excellence — Wou'dft thou too leave me? 
Not if the heart, the arms of thy Guftavus, 
Have force to hold thee, 
Criſeina. O delightful notes! 
That I do love thee, yes, tis true, my Lord. 
The bond of virtue, friendſhip's ſacred tie, 
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The lover's parns, and all the ſiſter's fondneſs, 
Mine has the flame of ev'ry love within it. 

But I have a father, guilty if he be, 

Yetis he old ; if cruel, yet a father, 
Abandon'd now by ev'ry ſupple wretch 

That fed his years with flattery, I am all 
That's left to calm, to ſooth his troubled ſoul, 
To penitence, to virtue ; and perhaps 

Reſtore the better empire o'er his mind, 

Trae ſeat of all dominion — Yet, Gu/avas, 

Yet there are mightier reaſons — O farewell! 
Had I ne'er lov'd, I might have ſtaid with honour, [ Ex7z, 


Guſtavus lool, after Criſtina, then turns and looks on 
Arvida. — Anderſon, Arnoldus, &c. advance. 


And. Behold, my Lord, behold the ſons of war 
Of triumph, turn'd to tears; while from that eye 
All Sweden takes her fate; and ſmiles around, 
Ur weeps with her Guſtavus. 
Arn, Wilt thou not cheer them, ſay thou great 
deliv'rer ? | . 1 5 | 
Siv. O general! 
1it Dole, King! 
2d Dale, Brother k 
zd Dale. Father! 
All. Friend! 


Guſt. Come, come, my brothers all! Yes, 1 will 


ſtrire 
To be the ſum of ev'ry title to ye, 
And you ſhall be my fire, my friend reviv'd, 
My ſiſter, mother, all that's kind and dear, 
For ſo Guſtavus holds ye — O will 
Of private paſſions all my ſoul diveſt, 
And take my dearer country to my breaſt. 
To public good transfer each fond defire, 
And claſp my Sweden with a lover's fire. | 
Well pleas'd, the weight of all her burdens bear 
Diſpenſe all pleaſure, but ingroſs all cafe. 
Still quick to find, to feel my people's woes, 
And wake that millions may enjoy repoſe, 
A Taact- 
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By way of ENTERTAINMENT. 


By Mr OGLE. 
Intended for Mr Wright, Mrs Giffard, arid 
Mrs Clive. | 
Mr WzrGuhT. 


Ell, Ladies, to the court, your plea ſubmit, 
Y Box, upper region, gallery, and pit. 
Our poet, trembling for his firſt eſſay, 
Fear'd to diſmiſs you, tho you ſav' d his play. 
Cry'd Nell / in pity for the baſhful rogue 

« Give 'ema joke ! a joke was once in vogue, 
« Thur authors us'd, in leſs judicious times, 
© When merry epilogues were thought no crimes.” 

* That ( ſaid Criſtina) . wou'd his ruin crown 
« Nothing but virtue takes this virtuous town. 
% No! let his epilogue be clean and chaſte. 
&« This is the ſenſe of ev'ry man of taſle ! — 
* High roſe the conflict in our room of ſtate ; 
IlVhere tragic kings and queens maintain debate. 
Wien, lo] we heard, ©. your powers began to riſe,” 
IWhoſe horrid cat-call is our worſt exciſe ! 
Cur inmoſſ palace felt the loud diſſenſion; 
IWhere each new tragedy's a new convention, 
IWhence we determin'd, without further pother, 
To give you, of the one, and) 
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EPILOGUE:; 


Mrs GirrarD, 


Our author on the brave and chaſte relies: 
He thinks the virtuous are the only wiſe. 
And, if his muſe, with voice exalted, ſings 
Of cumps and courts, of miniſters and kings ; 
Yet be not to the preat bis rules confin'd ! 
His moral is a leſſon to mankind, 
If virtue, beauteous ; vice, deform'd, he draus: 
You that applaud him, found your own applauſe. 
IWhere vice, diſtaſte, where virtue, gives delight, 
Alike, who judge or paint, are juft and right. 
Virtue, like vice, eſcapes the public eye, 
1 In humble life, yet blazes in the high. 
Hence, tragedy, that owns no vulgar flight, 
Shines, with the king, in a mild ſphere of light, 
Or vagrant, with the tyrant, ſtrains to run, 
A burning comet! not a cheering ſun! 
That worth is worth, be by Guſtavus known : 
More glorious in a mine, than on a throne ! 
And for Criſtina might I hope a ſmile, 
Leſs great was ſhe in empire, than exile ! 
Some worth it ſhows to aim at worthy praiſe. —- 
Then wither not the plant that you may raiſe! 
Cruſh not his youth! No ! give him age to ſpread ! 
For we have heard you rumbling o'er his head, 
Fell a few flaſhes, with portentous blaze, 
To blaſt th' ambitious branches of his bays ; 
Yet, if ſoft ſorrows ſtream'd from virtuous eyes, 
If roſe from gen'rous breaſts regaling ſighs 
Refreſh'd by the attack, the laurel lands, 
And dares the loudeſt thunder — of your hands, 


Mrs CLivE. 


Great the deſign ! I grant — the moral good 
But, tit my weakneſs, 1 am fleſh and blood. 
Il hat virgin, here, ſo tender, and ſo kind, 
virs Mou d not her love with her own hands unbind ? 
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And tho" ſhe lofi ber father, fix her ſpark? 
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9 EPILOGUE. 


Or, when ſhe bade th' attendant, ** Save him ! Fly!” 
Wou'd ſhe not ſend a billet by the by ? ; 
Not article? 'Tis nonſenſe to jay. Not 
Had ſhe no feel, no gueſs, of what is what ? 

At her expenſe, the great Guſtavus /hines ; 
My lover, he ! — I'd ſend him to his mines, —— 
Arvida falls ! — Guſtavus walli bis end ! 
And many a ſpouſe careſſes ſuch a friend. 
Well, let him wail his death ; then riſe te lifes : 
Claſp the fond maid, too ftria to be his auiſe ! 
He held her in his camp; might hold alone 
Compuljion ſome humanity had ſhown. 
Thy countrymen — will damn thee — thy third day — 
This is not, ſure, the true Hibernian way / 

But I forgive him. He's a young l 8 
Not quite a Wee and yet a innen! 
Forward to pleaſe ! yet awkward to delight ! 
Be wants a kindly hand to guide him right ! 
A novice yet — Inflrud him — He will mend — 
Full many a widow wiſhes ſuch a friend! 
Ev'n marry'd dames may think a greater curſe 
The flow performer, that grows worſe and worſe ! 
This, with a bluſh, I fay, behind my fan — 
Cheriſh the boy, you'll raiſe him to a man! 


Mr WRIGHT, 


The cauſe is heard, Ye . and ye brave, 
"Ti yours to damn bin — But you join to ſave — 
Then, hail Guſtavus, avho bis country freed! 

Ye ſons of Britain, praiſe the glorious Swede ! 

Who bravely rais'd, and generouſly releas'd, 
From bloodſtain'd tyrant, and perfidious rich, 
The flate and church, expiring at a breath! 

IWho held a life of flav'ry worſe than death! 
Reform'd reli igion! re-eſtabliſh'd laaw ! 

— Aud, that Jou dare 10 rue * hail * Naſſuc 
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